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and COMMENT

'f- Easter in Albania-Doubts about Spain-The Pope and

\.\'l~r!J!J'lfl

Peace-and less Important Matters

By THE EDITORS

Easter Sunday in Albania
A S A MO CKING accompaniment to Pius XII's plea for
peace on Easter Sunday, the minions of Mussolini tramped over the
rough roads of Albania to destroy
the independence of that little
country. Between Good Friday
and Eater unday morning it
habby, unkempt capital fell before the Fasci t horde . In a plendid demon tration of the honor of
dictator hip
us olini began to
work his end of the a i . It wa the
old game.
lbania was "di turbed." Italian
ere being "attacked." Territorial and economic
rights were being endangered.
he
editerranean dictator had
learned hi le on from hi partner
in the north.
It is time for the ci ilized world

I

to stop mincing word about these
almo t incredible crimes. There i
a shocking, cynical hypocri y about
the breaking up of Czecho- lovakia
and the conque t of lbania which
mu t fill very civilized per on with
di may. Albania's unforgivable
crime wa the crime of being mall
and of po e ing oil.
One wonder , however, if, for
the fir t time, Hitler and Mu olini
have not o er-rea hed them el
ntil n w, impartial ob e er
were r ady to grant the ju ti e of
some of their nationali tic ambition . hi illu ion h now b en
de troyed. he z ch we ping in
their chur he , the rugg d 1 vak
, ithin the b undarie of the hird
Reich, and the fierce lbanian under Italian go ernment now contitute a on Lant danger to the
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peace and well-being of the dictatorships. The Albanians are Moslems. Already the Moslem world
is beginning to turn away from the
man who, a year ago, styled himself "the Protector of Islam." Albania may yet prove to be the end
of the upward curve for Mussolini.
Both in Europe and America the
most disturbing factor in the present situation is the constantly
growing emotional tension. Students of public affairs have noted
long ago that wars are declared on
the basis of emotion and not intelligence. If the European dictators do not desire war, their last
two coups have been tragic mistakes. The non-Fascist world is
now approaching the point where
it is ready not only to will the end
but also the means. England, for
the first time, gives guarantees in
Eastern Europe. The simple, basic
fact in England's continental policy-to permit no single power in
Europe to become dominant-is
now becoming evident again. Here
in America even the arch-isolationist Borah is beginning to
weaken. Recent visitors in England and France report that the
panic of la t September has given
way to a quiet resignation to the
inevitable.
Only one que tion remains: Can
America stay out? We still believe
that it can remain aloof, but it
will require the constant, earnest

prayers and the united action of
every Christian man and woman in
the country. Despite the criminal
acts of the dictators, the greatest
crime in the present situation is
still war.

Who Won in Spain?
THE situation in Spain during
the past three years has been
the world's clearest example of the
power of propaganda. There can
be no doubt that American public
opinion was quite generally in favor of republican Spain, even
though communists occupied an
important place in the regime.
The Roman hierarchy and most
members of the Roman Catholic
Church favored Franco, despite
his unfortunate connections with
the totalitarian states. The impartial observer found it almost
impossible to see clearly amid
the recurring waves of propaganda.
The struggle has now ended
with complete victory for General
Franco. What will this mean for
Spain? Some hint is given in the
recent pronouncement of the nationalist leader, Jo e Pemartin.
THE CRESSET is particularly interested in the religious phase of
the program for the new Spain.
Here are a- few point :
1. The Roman Catholic Church
is the official church of the state.
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2. No teacher may be employed
in schools who denies the Roman
Catholic faith or opposes it.
3. No non-Roman public services are permitted. Private gatherings of Protestants may be held
only with full permission of the
state.
4. The Roman Catholic Church
is to have complete control over
the educational system and the
press.
Those who believed that General Franco might become the
savior of Spain will now be compelled to explain this return to
medievalism.

Chicken as Served
NATIONAL fame has come to
a humble member of the
City Council of Atlanta, Georgia,
a certain Mr. C. M. Bolen. Mr.
Bolen has introduced and is urging the passage of an ordinance
which would prohibit restaurants
from cutting chickens into only
two pieces before frying them. He
holds that fried chicken should
be cut into small pieces because
a half of a chicken slides off the
plate when the diner attempts to
carve it.
We shall leave to the legal
lights among our readers the question whether Mr. Bolen' uggestion could properly be embodied

3

in a city ordinance. But regarding
the justice of the Atlanta statesman's move, there is no room for
debate. Mr. Bolen is undoubtedly
correct about his fried chicken.
The practice of cutting a chicken
in two before frying it is a heresy
which, it seems, originated in
Maryland. Since it has become the
vogue, we no longer recognize
poultry in the tangled and misshapen portions of chicken that
are brought to us in the restaurant. There are only two ways of
preparing chicken properly. The
one is the stuffed chicken of the
pioneer American household,
done brown in the oven, and
served with a gravy such as has
never been on land or sea. The
other is the farm-style chicken
which originated when quick action was necessary to satisfy a
crew of fifteen thresh hands. Under such stress the chicken is prepared for frying by being cut into
its component parts-drumsticks,
thighs, breast, wings, gizzard, and
liver-and these are all fried together, really an excellent dish. It
is the method which Mr. Bolen of
Atlanta wants to read into the
basic law of the community. If
an amendment were added particularly for the protection of banqueteers (no housewife commits
the enormity), by making the dish
called "chicken a la king" a felony, we cast our vote for Mr.
Bolen's bill.

4
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The Prince of Peace
FEW circumstances connected
with the inglorious conquest
of Ethiopia should be called to
mind at this time. They should be
called to mind because of the role
of world peace maker which was
prominent in the mythology
which developed immediately
after the death of Pope Pius XI.
Everybody remembers that Italy
appropriated Ethiopia in the
worst possible way, making annexations of it piecemeal, and
finally absorbing the whole country as part of a new and abhorred
Roman Empire, Ethiopia's ancient
Christian Church and language
being threatened with extinction
and its people being reduced to
practical slavery to permit Italian
exploitation of mines and plantations.
All this expansion and aggrandizement of Italy and the establishment of a New Roman
Empire in the East is also an expansion of the Roman Catholic
Church and its invisible Roman
Empire. All the weal th of the
lands and their population, of
mine , plantations and water
rights, and of oil for the fleet, goes
directly to strengthen the Roman
Catholic Church. When Italy expand several time her ize, the
Roman Catholic Chur h expands
in full proportion. When Italy
anne e population , the Roman
Catholic Church with wift and

A

silent hand extinguishes the native Churches; this has been
proved time and time again in
recent Italian history.
September 7, 1935, the Pope
made a significant utterance:
The Pope drew a careful analogy
between wars of defense and wars
of conquest, and said that either sort
of war could be approved if it was
in defense of Christian rights and
treasures.

In other words, the Pope expressed his approval, September
7, 1935, of wars of religious conquest as long as they are in defense
of Roman rights and relics. These
words are significant and do not
admit of two interpretations.
World opinion has not yet been
outraged by seeing the new Pope
personally crown King Victor Emmanuel of Italy as Emperor of
Ethiopia. It is hardly possible that
the Roman Catholic Church
would set its seal of approval on
Italy's bloody conque t by a papal
crowning of the King of Italy
as Emperor of Ethiopia. However,
when the Italian troops were marshalled for the invasion of Ethiopia, the Pope blessed them, and
it is declared that he aided the
Italian Go ernment in material
ways. An example i hi di position of the Peter's Pence in Germany. Report persi t that when
Hitler refused to let the collected
ca h lea e German the Vatican
wa agreeable to its con er ion

~li
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into mumuons for Italy's army.
Future historians will investigate
the truth of this report.

Broadway Booms
UST a year or so ago the laments rising from Broadway,
particularly Times Square, were
doleful. Chief burden of the complaint was that Hollywood gold
had lured America's playwrights,
tunesmiths and scenic designers to
that never-never land of sunshine
and spotlights. The American
theater was on the skids. Conditions grew so bad that even Cain's
warehouse, the last resting place
of flops, closed for lack of business.
Something has happened. Now
Hollywood is starting to lament.
The long trek from Hollywood to
bleak Broadway has started. Today Broadway, meaning the
American theater, is booming.
The wandering boys have deserted
the Hollywood fleshpots.
ew
plays are being written and produced; musical comedies with
ideas are prancing iu front of the
footlights; and the critics are up
to their old tricks of panning
lou y plays.
What tarted the revival? Po sibly the WP theater project deserves some of the credit; pos ibly
the playwright uddenly and ollectively grew tired of the banali-

J
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ties they were forced to create for
the benefit of the great American
public. Today one can attend a
play in the great tradition, A be
Lincoln in Illinois, and feel proud
of what the American theater can
accomplish. There are such plays
as Clifford Odets' Rocket to the
Moon or Philip Barry's Here
Come the Clowns which actually
contain meat. There is the Irish
playwright, Paul Vincent Carroll,
whose two plays Shadow and Substance and The White Steed have
the qualities of survival.
Not only are there some twenty
plays running on Broadway at the
present moment but there is surprisingly little dirt in them. Some
one must have made the astoni hing discovery that a play can be
good without introducing waterfront blasphemy or Park Avenue
adultery.
Another surprising fact about
the 1938-1939 Broadway sea on i
the large number of musical comedies attracting full hou e nine
performances a week. Leading the
list is Maxwell Anderson' Knickerbocker Holiday with mu ic by
Kurt Weill. In addition hakespeare i et to mu ic, the labor
front ha it say- o, and the D'Oyly
Carte Gilb rt and Sullivan Company i back again. t thi writing
there are ten mu ical omedie
running on Broadway. Perhap
the
merican public want to
laugh and ing it elf into forget-
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fulness about the international
situation; perhaps the Republicans' doleful complaints about the
state of the constitution and the
cute caperings of the remnants of
the Brain Trust have at last
aroused a great weariness in the
heart of the citizen. At any rate,
someone is coining a lot of money
on Broadway this season.

Lightning from Adlerhorst

Q NLY a few days after an Associated Press dispatch from
Berlin, dated March 11, 1939, had
given a seemingly reliable report
indicating that Germany was not
likely to engage in a push toward
the East in the immediate future,
Adolf Hitler startled the world
by kicking the status quo over the
moon. In a surprising! y short
time, Thomas Masaryk Square in
the city of Prague had become
Adolf Hitler Square. Several million human beings who have no
love for the Fuehrer and his works
were absorbed into the Third
Reich. Imperialism was running
rampant on the European continent. A large amount of gold and
huge munitions factories were appropriated.
ew concentration
camps were establi hed, and thousand upon thou ands of unfortunate and bitterly disillu ioned
men, women, and children were
added to the ast army of the

despoiled, the harassed, and the
persecuted. Spadework, designed
to bring Rumania, with her
wheat, her oil (curiously enough,
now controlled by British and
American capital), and her ore,
within the economic orbit of Germany, was carried out with the
precision of the finest clockwork.
The acquisition of Memel was
practically assured, and it was
made possible for German troops
to enter Poland across a virtually
unfortified frontier in case such a
move should find favor in the eyes
of the man who thinks and plans
with such coldblooded and farreaching efficiency in the ominous
solitude of Adlerhorst atop beautiful Mount Kehlstein in the Bavarian Alps.
Sir Neville Chamberlain, addicted so passionately to the lulling shelter afforded, for the time
being, by the umbrella of appeasement, lifted up his voice in angry
surprise, and Edouard Daladier,
desperately concerned about what
Mussolini would say and do, prevailed upon the Chamber of Deputies to grant him dictatorial
powers for eight months. Sir eville Henderson, the British ambas ador to Berlin, and Robert
Colondre, the representati e of
France, were ordered home. President Roo e elt rai ed duties on
German imports twenty-fi e per
cent, and the Department of State
promptly and bluntly branded

-
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Hitler's latest coup as an act of
wanton lawlessness.
The lightning-like speed of the
Fuehrer has caused us to gasp for
breath, and we hesitate to comment at any length on these tremendously significant events. Our
perspective is not yet clear. By the
time this issue of THE CRESSET
comes into your home, many more
things may have been done to
startle and confound the world.
What will happen to and in Switzerland, Holland, Poland, Yugoslavia, Hungary, and Rumania?
What kind of a role is being
played by the recently crowned
Pope?
Although the dictators are by
no means the only persons in this
vale of tears, armaments, and
worthless pledges who have
broken and continue to break
promises with shameless abandon,
it is certain that their word is, in
every respect, the lowest form of
collateral now cunent anywhere.
Still, all this, horrible as it is,
does not imply that our country
has any reason under the sun to
become involved in a war to make
the world safe for democracy. We
are being subjected to neverending sprayings of propaganda
from England, France, Germany,
and Italy; but let us keep our wits
about us. Why should our blood
be shed, our money be spent, and
our families be torn apart in the
great conflict of ideologie which,
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according to many signs and portents, seems likely to engulf Europe in the none too distant future?

Tired of Peace

THE American

people do not
want war. Of this there can be
no doubt. They do not want it
because their reason tells them
that they stand to lose immeasurably more through war than they
could conceivably gain. Does this,
then, dispose of the possibility of
war? Unfortunately not. War
could come through an attack by
other nations, but that contingency is so unlikely that it may be
dismissed. Much greater is the
danger that, under the influence
of propaganda or of irresponsible
hotheads, a majority of the American people may cast aside sober
judgment and permit them elves
to be guided by their emotions.
With reason ruled out and emotion in the saddle, anything becomes possible. Then "messiah
complexes" are likely to flourish
-wild yearnings to save something
or other, and delusions of a need
of sacrifice for all sort of holy
ends. War will seem to become a
acred duty. Mo t di quietin fact
of all, such things appear to be
abetted by omething in human
nature that urge it, from time to
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time, to break the monotony of
· orderly, rational existence and to
enjoy the irresponsibility of an
"emotional jag" without counting
the cost. Alas, men may become
tired of peace and security!

Cruelty in Hollywood
THE dog days are still a long
way off but we thought we
would prepare you for them anyway. One can never tell what will
happen. Recently our Associated
Press spy in Hollywood sent us a
confidential item which we
thought might interest the more
thoughtful readers of these assorted comments on the vagaries
of the human being.
It seems that Joan Rexford, a
dancer, divorced one J. L. Lubowski upon the grounds of extreme cruelty. That in itself is
nothing extraordinary. A dancer
can get on any husband's nerves.
But was that why husband Lubowski hounded Joan? Not on
your life. "He objected to my
reading Emerson," Joan wailed to
the judge. "He told me I was
rattle-brained because I read those
works. Once he became so angry
he kept me locked in a do et for
two hour."
There are various angle from
which to approach the Re fordLubow ki - Erner on
triangle.
There's the hi torical angle (F. J.

Turner, passing of the frontier,
loss of opportunity, need of encouragement, etc.); there's the
Freudian angle (Lubowski's repressed hatred of Emerson from
high school days finally getting
the best of him, etc.); there's the
economic angle (tired of supporting a dancing wife, silk stockings,
etc.). They're all pretty good. But
we string along with the sociopoli tico-economic angle. On the
surface Emerson is harmless. But
Emerson is an individualist: and
aren't things all going collective
these days? Emerson is out. What
chance has a self-reliant citizen today? Try self-reliance in filling
out your federal income tax report or try to avoid paying the
dog tax. See what happens! Marx
is in.
None of this is very profound
but we thought what with cataclysms popping loose all over the
world, Prague going Nazi, the
Ukraine heiling Hitler (pretty
near, anyway), any number of border incidents in southeastern Siberia, and the Bund getting
stronger every moment, it was
time we eased the tension a little.

Diplomacy: Two Observations

How crude our American di-

plomac appear in contrast
with Briti h fine el Our Pre ident, our Department of State,
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and especially our Ambassador to
France air their fl:!elings with the
frankness and impulsiveness of
schoolboys and are not ashamed
when it becomes evident that they
have spoken rashly and out of
tum. Not so the British. They
keep their heads, even when
events take an unexpected and
alarming tum, and what their responsible leaders say has been
carefully weighed beforehand.
The difference arises from the
fact that England has statesmen
at the helm, and we politicians.
With us it is sufficient recommendation to high political office that
a man has made a fortune in axle
grease or candy bars. Of British
leaders, on the other hand, it is
expected that they be trained in
statecraft and diplomacy. Would
a little suggestion be in place? Nations deficient in military matters
sometimes arrange for a military
mission from a nation that is expert in such things and so supply
their deficiency. Couldn't we arrange for a mission of diplomats
from England to in truct a selected list of mericans in the
rudiments of their art?

during the past few months has
been the refreshing frankness and
honesty of our American diplomats. At a time when the chief
function of language on the other
side of the Atlantic seems to be
the obfuscation of thought and intention, it is good to be able to
know where our own government
leaders stand and down which
path they would lead us if they
could. When the chairman of our
Senate Foreign Relations Committee gets through saying that he
doesn't like the nazis, that he
doesn't like the fascists, and that
he doesn't like the communists,
we get the impression that he, for
one, isn't going to play ball with
people of that sort, even if they
want to give him a position in the
infield. Some of the recent examples of European diplomacy
make us want to take off our hats
for a moment of silence in memory of the departed race of men
who aid what they thought and
meant what they said. We may
till be running a country into
which all of Europe could be
dumped, and you'd have to trim
the edges, on the principle of a
orner grocery store but when the
man behind the counter says,
"Ten cents a pound," we know
he mean ten cents and it won't be
bologna at that price.

• • •
The brightest spot on the
murky horizon of world politic
♦

l
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PILGRIM

By 0. P.

KRETZMANN

"All the trumpets sounded
for him on the other
side"
PILGRIM'S PROGRESS

On Enjoying God
UNDOUBTEDLY one of the
major weaknes es of religion
in 1939 lies in the evident fact that
so few people seem to en joy it....
In some measure this has always
been true. . . . Men have always
attempted to reduce the joy and
splendor of Christianity to a series
of "do's" and "don'ts" .... They
are more ready to make rules than
to belie e.... We do not refer, at
least not primaril , to those saints
of sorrow who ha e been bowed
down by the terror of sin, the way-

wardness of man, and the contemplation of the unceasing pain of
the world.... We shall always have
our Calvins, Inges, and Kierkegaards. . . . Of course, their emphasis is also wrong .... They are,
however, far above the shallow pessimism of the modem descendants
of the Puritans .... It is strange
that in the Church of Jesus Christ,
the very source of life and joy,
there should be men and women
who live by a complete negation
of life and forget that the greatest
joy came through the greatest sorrow....
Clearly we remember a golden
spring afternoon, many years ago,
when a crowd of youngsters poured
pell-mell out of Sunday School. ...
The day's lessons were done, the
sun was warm, and there were
marbles in our pockets .... Even
more clearly we remember the
prim ladies on the steps of the
church who watched with compressed lips, smiled indulgently,
and looked with marked disapproval on the fact that we were
immediately joined by Isador
Gruenspahn .... At that time our
consciences were vaguely disturbed
by their displeasure.... Today I
know that we were more religious
than they.... We were u ing e erything that God had gi en us, the
sunshine, the marble , and the
young winds of childhood and
spring.... There wa no contradiction between Sunday School
and marbles ....
IO
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Somewhere around here lies the
deepest problem of the Christian
life .... All men want to be happy
but no man wants to be good-at
least of himself.... We have come
to consider happiness and goodness irreconcilable .... We believe
that you must either be good or
happy, but that you cannot be
both....
This apparent contradiction has
been resolved by the fact of the
Cross. . . . In the Christian life
there is no contradiction between
goodness and happiness .... Goodness consists in doing the will of
God and the power to do that has
come through the fact of redemption .... All the experience of men
outside the shadow of the Cross
demonstrates that we never attain
happiness by the things we believe
will most surely bring it.... Man
has a tragic way of looking for happiness in the wrong places. . . .
Only when he becomes a Christian
can he know that the ultimate
happiness lies in God .... There
is profound meaning in the intimate union between faith and joy
which appears on many pages of
the ew Testament. . . . Or the
music of the 104th and 148th
Psalms .... Or the lingering melody of the morning star inging
together and the son of God shoutfor joy.... Their son g is unending,
even though momentarily unheard ....
I know that thi does n ot solve

I
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all problems .... Since there is no
complete goodness on earth, there
can be no complete happiness ....
The central happiness of the Christian, however, includes this, that
he sees God busy with the problems
that destroy happiness . . . . Evil
speaks of His patience, Nature of
His glory, the Cross of the Crown.
... Perhaps there has never been
a time in the history of man when
greater numbers of men were more
unhappy than they are today ....
Over against a world of sorrow,
the Church must reaffirm that religion is not weight but wings ....
Men flee happiness when they run
away from God .... Christianity
may have its Good Friday, but it
never stops there .... Beyond itand forever beyond it- our faith
brings Easter Sunday and Penteco t and the long steady, happy
facing of the Throne. . . .

Anatomy of Lying II
UR cursory observations on

Q

the technique of modern lying in T HE CRESSET for April have
brought a number of echoe ....
Apparently others h ave given the
subject far more though t than we.
... A few additional ob ervations:
1. Con tant reiteration doe not
make a thing true.... A lie i ju t
as much a lie the hundredth time
as th e fi r t time....
2. houting does not make a

,
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thing true .... Perhaps it is time
for us to become slightly suspicious
of all screaming voices. . . . The
shouting of Hitler and Coughlin
demonstrates only that they believe what they say.... Is it not
significant that almost all the great
addresses of our Lord rec'orded in
the Holy Gospels are introduced
with the words, "When He had
seated himself"? ... Only oratory
in the service of truth is great....
3. The sincerity with which a
belief is held is no measure of its
truth. . . . It is curious that this
reasoning has been applied only to
religion. "It does not matter much
what a man believes, as long as he
is sincere." ... That is poor logic
and even poorer Christianity....
I have a friend who sincerely believed that the stockmarket would
continue to rise in 1929.... His
sincerity was of little help when
the truth appeared .... Sincerity
can never be a substitute for
truth ....
4. One of the factors that makes
us so susceptible to the modern
technique of lying is that we have
lost the ancient and honorable distinction between fact and opinion.
. . . Example of a fact: Washington
was born in 1732.... Example of
an opinion: Washington was the
greatest man in the history of our
country.... Few things are more
important than the ability to cry
"halt" whenever a writer or speaker cros es the line between fact and

opinion....
5. Modern liars make much of
the unreal dilemma. . . . We are
told, for example, that we must
choose between Communism and
Fascism.... "You must choose my
horn of the dilemma or be lost."
... The truth is that there are seldom only two alternatives in human life and thought. . , . This
type of lie is particularly dangerous, since many minds prefer the
raw obviousness of extremes ....
6. One of the most subtle forms
of lying is the demand that we
must always choose the golden
mean between two extremes. . ..
At times that may be true, but
often it is not true .... Example:
One extremist says 2 + 2 = 4....
The other insists that 2 + 2 = 6.
. . . The principal of the golden
mean would demand of us that we
maintain that 2+2=5 . . . . This
form of lying is particularly popular in matters of religion .... Christianity happens to be a divine extreme, and there can be no "golden
mean" between it and the vagaries
of human reason .... The "golden
mean" may be only the space between two stools .

Gold and Tears
lf AST month we quoted briefly
L from Pierre Van Paas en's
memorable and terrifying description of a Eucharistic proces ion in
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Spain. . . . Starving women and
children falling on their knees before the gold and jewels carried in
solemn ceremonial. ... A few days
after we had written that comment
we saw a letter in Life concerning
the pictures of the Spanish refugees .... The letter is short: "As a
bitter commentary, I would have
suggested that you had placed the
pictures of the open air masses and
those showing children who had
lost their legs, and the old woman,
too ill to walk by herself, side by
side." ... Apparently the Roman
Catholic Church often is entirely
willing to permit such contrasts to
exist.... For centuries the goldencrusted churches of Mexico
looked down upon men and women who were doomed to die like
flies .. .. Observers at Rome during
papal coronation report that the
pomp and circumstance of the elevation of Cardinal Pacelli to the
papal chair was seen by eyes hollow with poverty and acquainted
with tears ....
This contradiction, however, is
not confined to the Roman Catholic Church. . . . Throughout the
world there i the cry that "the
masses are turning away from
Christianity." ... The phrase itself is almost entirely meaningle .
. . . "Masses" do not tum away
from the Church.... Only indiiduals do .... And why? ... A
brief vi it to any downtown metropolitan church on Easter unday
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morning provides the answer....
The church has no more relation
to the neighborhood in which it
stands-shacks, flophouses, cheap
rooming houses-than the Eucharistic procession in Spain has to the
starving children of the unhappy
land.... As our civilization solidifies into classes, it becomes more
and more vital and important that
the Church break the bonds of
time and class in order to bring the
universality of eternity and equality before God to the hearts of all
men ....
A very real problem . . . . My
memory goes back ten years to a
little white church in a little quiet
town in which the only bank had
collapsed on Saturday.... The sermon on Sunday morning moved
in a realm utterly removed from
the anxiety and fear reflected on
the faces of the simple folk who
had lo t everything material. ...
We remember, too, the cynical
grab of a prominent chur hman
who corrupted an entire city administration in order to gain hi
selfish end .... The secular pre
was quicker to condemn than the
members of the Chur h. . . .
wonder that the ma e hrug- and
then hate. . . .
All thi won't do .... Even the
most ca ual reading of the ew
Te tament reveals the c n tant
and tender intere t of our ble ed
Lord, n t for the ma e , but f r
the individual who compo e the
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"masses." ... The Church of the
twentieth century needs a few
more men and women
"To whom the miseries of the
world
Are miseries, and will not let
them rest."
And the ultimate misery, now as
always, is sin .... The sins of the
oppressor and the oppressed. . . .
There are sins in the hovels of
West Madison Street and there are
sins among those whose greed has
made those hovels necessary. . . .
The child in a textile factory is a
sinner, but we are certain that the
greater sin will be the sin of the
man who compelled that child to
inhale lint.... Sin is sin wherever
you find it. . .. In our day it is
hardest to find among those of
whom society has approved and
whose sins are a part of the very
atmosphere in which we live....

Jl
Hutchins, Aristotle, and the
Church
Our efficient magazine commentators have already called attention to the series of articles on
President Robert Maynard Hutchins of the University of Chicago
which appeared recently in Harper's Magazine . . . . Under the
title "The Daring Young Man on
the Flying Trapeze" Mr. Milton
S. Mayer presents a remarkable
picture of the consternation Presi-

dent Hutchins has brought to the
camp of John Dewey and all educators who have followed in his
train. . . . Essentially, of course,
President Hutchins is saying nothing new.... He is merely repeating what the ages knew but our
age has forgotten. . . . Since we
have been indulging in a few wayward comments on education, we
can hardly refrain from welcoming President Hutchins to the society of those who have seen the
light break through the murky
darkness of much of modern educational theory. . . . President
Hutchins, for example, agrees
with Samuel Eliot Morison that
President Eliot of Harvard committed the educational crime of
the nineteenth century in establishing the elective system. A few
quotes from Mr. Mayer's article:
"The complaint that all education
was 'unrealistic' and a waste of
time was prevalent during the rise
of higher education in this country. The colleges answered the
complaint by devoting themselves
to 'realistic' education and demonstrating that their graduates
were practical men who landed in
the big money. Though we see all
about us the tragedy into which
practical men have led themselves
and the world, education continues to devote itself to these popular ideals."
"The end purpo e of training
the intellect is the de elopment of
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be a religion. Faith in communism
or fascism or a million dollars may
be a religion .... "
The next step in the logical development of the argument is very
short, although President Hutchins very probably would not agree.
... It is simply this: The Church
must take over.... To confine the
teaching of religion to one hour a
week will of ten produce a onehour-a-week religion. . . . The
preservation of the values of historic Christianity requires a new
and united attack on the problem of education by Church and
home. . . .
Note without comment .... Literal translation from an article by
Propaganda Minister Dr. Joseph
Goebbels of Germany in the
Voelkischer Beobachter. . . . "It
would evidently be much more
practical and would facilitate the
worth of our discussions [with the
democracies] if the concepts of humanity, civilization, international
justice, and international tru t
would be finally eliminated from
the debate." ... Or will someone
comment? .. .

a character that rests on something more secure than platitudes,
early habits, or fear of punishment. If, as fascism holds, man exists for the state, then we need not
bother with the character of the
individual. But if, as Hutchins
holds, the state exists for man, we
cannot make good states out of
bad men."
"Religion, like philosophy, has
fallen to low estate, and for the
same reason: its name has been
forged on bad checks."
"It can be argued, and not altogether irrelevantly, that in the
four centuries of modern Europe,
religion, which was once central
to what little civilization there
was, has become a suffered institution in what little civilization
there is. It can be argued, further,
that the spread of learning in the
intervening period has been great
and the spread of morality small.
It can be argued, finally, that men
must have a religion, and if they
cannot have a good one they will
take a bad one. Faith that an automobile going eighty miles an
hour will not throw a wheel may
♦

Chance
"The uni erse did not come into exi tence by chance.
Mathematicians ha e calculated the odd again t the
world being the product of chance, and it work out, not
at ten to one or a hundred to one, but at 10420, 000 ,000 ,000 to
one."-]. H. MoRRiso .

An expert description of an unknown art
among a people who know more than war-

NETSUKES
MARVELS
By

* * *

MINIATURE

ROBERT HEITNER

D

URING the past year the
Empire of Japan has been
steadily on the front page
of newspapers and in the consciousness of every news-minded
person as a nation of cold-blooded,
unthinking masses controlled by
an omnipotent body of war lords
who care for nothing except the
furtherance of their imperialistic
ambitions. In the face of the
realistic horrors of war (augmented by the machinations of
propaganda) people find it hard
to remember that the exotic little
ipponese are human beings with
sentiments and emotions common
to all the world. An impartial
study of their art might well remedy or at lea t alleviate the universally hostile attitude to the
simple, indu trious Japane e populace it elf, for the language of
pi tures is under tood by everyone. J a pane e art, e cept in the
medium of color prints, i much
too unfamiliar to the connois eurs
and collector of Europe and
America. The inhabitant of this

amazing archipelago, in keeping
with their small land, low architecture, and diminutive stature,
have developed miniature art to
an unprecedented degree of perfection. The most representative
branch of this art is the making
of those beautiful miniature carvings known as netsukes, which
were so popular in Japan during
the Tokugawa period (1600-1868).
Unfortunately, however, few art
lovers know what netsukes are and
how to appreciate them.
Everyone is vaguely acquainted
with the curious manner of carving small objects of art that is
peculiar to the Ja pane e. Indeed,
one sees this type of carving in a
sadly degenerate form in e ery tencent store, and buys it in cheap
trifle uch a incen e burners and
aquarium ornaments. Probably we
can recall eeing e ample of uch
mall Japane e car ing in the
ba ement or third-floor room of
museums. If we were momentarily
captivated b the attracti ene of
the work, we may remember the
16
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exqu1S1te craftsmanship, the endearing joviality, and the finished
perfection found therein. There
are, to be sure, several different
classes of these carvings, ranging
from the N etsuke through the
Okimono (small cabinet piece) to
statues one or two feet in height.
To distinguish the Netsuke from
all the rest one must see whether
it is small, and whether it has
few sharp points and delicate corners; but the real test is the presence of two characteristic little
holes, placed close together marking the ends of a tiny semi-circular
tunnel, obviously for the purpose
of suspending the figure from a
cord.

History
Before one can understand netsukes and their use, it is necessary
to realize that they came into existence purely out of need. The traditional Japanese costume before
the Restoration in 1868, when the
Empire was once more thrown
open to the world, contained no
trace of those indispensable (to
us) details, pockets. The loose,
flowing kimono was the principal
article of dress for both men and
women, and this garment was secured by the obi (belt), which was
quite wide and presented the most
practicable place to carry the
daily necessaries.
or, as one
would naturally suppose, were
the e thing concealed underneath
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the obi, but they were tied to a
cord slipped through it and
counterbalanced at the other end
of the cord by a toggle called the
netsuke. Numerous, indeed, were
the objects worn with netsukes:
the inro, or medicine box, the pipe
case and tobacco pouch, the koshisage, or hip-appendix, the sagemono, or hanging object (of obscure use), and even the portable
writing outfit. These were only
the most common. Of course, as
soon as Western fashions supplanted the old dress, netsukes lost
their usefulness and consequently
their place as an article of apparel.
As varied as the appendages are
the materials of which netsukes
were made: wood, ivory, stone,
horn, shells, coral, jade, agate,
marble, amber, and porcelain.
With the exception of the first
two, however, these materials were
ordinarily used only as parts or
decorations of the whole, although
in the seventeenth century many
were made completely of the ecolorful and expensive substances.
evertheless, the va t majority of
netsukes were fa hioned of wood
or ivory, and wood was even more
popular than ivory with the carver . The most generally accepted
reasons for the predominance of
wood are that i ory is neither indigenou to the i land nor is it so
ea ily worked as wood, being of
harder texture. The olde t mast r
u ed wood exclu ively, and ivory
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did not become a common material in netsukes until the eighteenth century, but this fact has no
bearing on the relative numbers
existing, for the years have obliterated most of the really old specimens.

Various Types
N etsukes are not all of one general type; on the contrary, there
are three distinct kinds. The bestknown are the figure netsukes, little statuettes which differ from
larger works of art only in size.
There are also the round netsukes,
called man jus and of these there
are two classes: flat, pierced pieces
of wood, jade, ivory, etc., only
sparingly embellished and carved;
and button-shaped creations made
of convex pieces with grooved
edges, fitted together. The latter
have their two holes in the upper
section on the under side, and the
holes correspond exact! y to those
in the fancy buttons which sometimes adorn women's Western
clothes. Button manjus are usually carved in intaglio, very beautifully on the top, more simply on
the bottom. The third type of netsuke is called kagamibuta, and is
a round piece of precious metal
such as gold or silver, encrusted
and etched, and surrounded by a
circular frame of i ory or wood, in
which are found the su pen ory
holes.

Nor were netsukes by any means
all of the same size and excellence.
Naturally, the wealthier the owner, the finer his netsukes; and every
fashionable gentleman owned
many of them. There were the
simpler ones for day wear, with
rounded contours and possibly
homelier subjects, and the grander, larger, more frangible ones for
special occasions. The largest and
bulkiest of all were worn especially by wrestlers, because they
considered them more appropriate
to their ponderous builds. The average size of netsukes does not exceed two or three inches, however.
Very wonderful are the artistic accomplishments achieved within
these narrow limits. The most remarkable characteristic of a really
fine netsuke is its minuteness of
detail, unbelievably elaborate yet
always subordinated to the mass
effect of the whole; and the painstaking industry of the little Japanese carver carries this marvelous
detail to the sides and bottom of
the figurine, which he never fails
to finish with as much care as the
main portions. In addition to the
fine carving, the artist adds surface designs in the clothing and
blackens the eyes and feature with
acid, as well as the hair and sundry other things in a surprising! y
successful effort to produce realism. Many netsukes are al o polychromed, and other are lacquered
in bright and everlasting tints.
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O rigins
Strictly speaking, netsukes had
their origin in the early part of the
Ashikaga period (1394-1574), but
they did not come into public use
until well into the seventeenth
century, and were not universally
popular until the eighteenth century. The early netsuke of the
Ashikaga period bore little resemblance to the finished work of
art of later years. It was simply
a cylindrical seal of crystal, jade,
or ivory copied after the prevailing Chinese fashion, pierced
through with two holes and made
to serve duty as a counterbalance.
Lacquered inros were an innovation of the time, and something
had to secure them to the obi;
therefore the lacquerers, through
necessity, were the first to invent
netsukes. Their development lanquished for a long time; the Netsuke remained for several centuries
unattractive lumps of wood or
stone serving a purely utilitarian
purpose. Then two events coincided to thrust it suddenly into a
position of high prominence in
Japanese life. In 1614 the ruling
Tokugawa shogun i sued a law requiring every home to contain a
carved idol, in order to suppress
the Christian religion, followers
of which remained in Japan even
after its complete seclusion from
the rest of the world in 1600. On
account of this law a great many
raftsmen were employed to carve
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statues, and when the demand
ceased after a while these extra
craftsmen found themselves without means for a livelihood. They
turned their attention, therefore, to making highly artistic toggles for inros and pouches. At the
same time tobacco was introduced
into the country and soon became
a passion with both sexes. Since
cigarettes were unheard of, everyone had to have his pipe case and
tobacco pouch, and these were suspended from the girdle by a cord
and netsuke. Consequently netsukes were turned out by the
thousands, and their execution
began to attain a high degree of
perfection. Every man and woman
in Nippon started to smoke. At
first the proud military ruling
class, the Samurai, disdained to
be so vulgar a to smoke and carry
tobacco about with them, but the
temptation mu t have proved too
great, for soon they were aping
their poorer subject . In order to
satisfy the ever-growing demand
for more and finer netsuke finer
artists were pre sed int
ervice.
Lacquerer , painters, culptor,
potter , and iron-worker did n t
consider it beneath their dignity
to carve tiny ne uke , regardle
of their po ition in their re pecti e
profe ion . E en men of learning
and amurai carved netsukes ju t
for plea ure. e erthele , not until the latter part of the eighteenth
entury were there era£ men en-
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gaged in doing nothing but pro. ducing these artistic bagatelles.
The demand reached its height in
the Bunkwa-Bunsai reigns (18041830) of the Tokugawa period.
This was the gayest portion of
a very gay era in Japanese history, the climax of the rule of the
mighty Tokugawa family. The
stiff military customs of earlier,
more virile decades were completely relaxed and the people
were enjoying a regime of luxury,
of idleness, and of perfection of
arts and literature, an interlude
which was to fortify them for the
intense military activity after the
Restoration in 1868. The beautiful, happy, trinket-like netsuke is
a significant token of the temperament of the time.
The signatures on netsukes are
an interesting subject in themselves. Every Japanese has a bewildering confusion of names:
childhood name, adult name, calling name, honor names and the
like. There are several methods of
writing each character and of
course innumerable personal variations in signatures; so it is easy
to imagine the task of the curious
collector who wishes to find out
the name of the arti t on his
netsuke. Probably because carvers did not consider their work
important enough, netsuke~ made
before 1750 are usually not signed.
Thus the only way to determine
the age or the creator of such old

pieces is by the nature of their
subject (many artists had favorite
subjects which are known), the
kind of material used, and the
amount of wear evidenced. These
proofs are, however, at best only
guesswork, especially if one's main
object is to discover the actual
name of the artist. Toward the latter part of the eighteenth century
carvers began to sign their work
just as they would have a painting
or a lacquer cabinet. Somehow
there has arisen the idea that a
netsuke is worthless unless signed,
a mistaken notion in every case except that of the most recently
made (for the Japanese still turn
out a great number of inferior
netsukes every year for the uninitiated tourist trade). There are
two great classes of unsigned netsukes: those made before 1750,
which are rarely signed, and those
executed by mastercraftsmen in
the service of their clan lord or
daimyo. Notwithstanding, a signature is always desirable for the
simple reason that it gives a very
definite clue to the artist's identification. The Japanese often employed pennames, called go, in
signing themselves, becau e before
1868 they had, despite their many
others, no surnames. Arti ts would
combine a character of their own
appellations with one of their
teacher's, and thus form a nom de
plume usually of two, hardly ever
more than four character . This
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wholesale borrowing of name ele,
ments accounts for the similarity
of many names found on netsukes.

N etsuke Humor
Although the Japanese race is
often accused of copying the
customs and stealing the artistic
and mechanical secrets not only of
its neighbors but of the entire
world, and although Japanese lacquerers, painters, sculptors, and
potters have learned much from
the Chinese and Koreans, netsukes
and netsuke carvers are as genuinely and originally Japanese as
anything can be. Such cunning little statuettes in such an odd use
are to be found nowhere else on
the globe. Because they are then
so essentially Japanese, it is fitting
that they should portray, more
than any other branch of art practiced in the Empire, that fine
sense of humor which is so much
a part of the Japanese character.
The majority of the subjects of
netsukes are treated in a comic,
sometimes even flippant vein. To
look at a netsuke does not send
one off in a burst of laughter (that
effect would be quite out of keeping with the finesse of the Far
East), but the predominance of
smiling faces and quietly ridiculous situations, and the comically
seri-ous countenance of many of
the tiny race which inhabits the
world of etsuke pro oke a politely re trained but whole-hearted
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amusement in even a brash Westerner. Many pieces are also sardonically humorous, and the artist is not afraid to present his very
gods and goddesses in disrespectful forms. One god in particular
is continually held up to ridicule,
although devoutly worshipped
by many pious Japanese. He
is Daruma, a largely mythical
Indian prince, who introduced the
Zen sect of Buddhism into Japan
early in the seventh century
A.D. His story is quite interesting,
if somewhat grotesque. After having traveled as a missionary all
over China, Daruma turned his
mind to the Japanese archipelago
and sailed over the Sea of Japan
on (of all thing) a number of reed
leaves. To attract attention, he sat
meditating in a certain temple for
nine years, while his arms and leg
rotted off from disuse. fter that
ordeal he had great success in
proselytizing, and died at the age
of 150 years; thereupon he was
placed in the Buddhist hierarchy.
This worthy i of ten seen in netsukes as a head with a smo th ball
of a body, in the hand of a babe
as a plaything. Occasionally uch a
round-bottomed Daruma in meditation is pre ented giving vent to
a tremendous yawn, a good example of ironical humor. Imagine,
think the artist, spending nine
year in meditation without being
intolerably bored!
ot even a
aint could do that! nother tory
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illustrative of Japanese humor is
that of the five blind men who on
coming to a stream agreed that
three should carry two across, in
order that all might not get wet.
Two unscrupulous wags came
along at that moment and duped
tp.e poor wretches into carrying
them across the water, instead.
When all reached the opposite
bank, the rascals ran away, leaving the blind men fighting among
themselves in the firm belief that
they were beating the rogues who
tricked them. There on the little
netsuke the five tiny fellows with
set, unseeing expressions are beating one another with sticks in a
terrible tangle.
Religion in Japan, as well as
the casual eye can discern, is a
queer mixture of the ancient
Shinto, or "Way of the Gods," and
the newer Buddhism, which has
had a great and lasting influence
on all walks of Japanese life ever
since it was introduced and recognized officially about 600 A.D.
Strangely enough, the Shinto
myths of creation have not been
at all altered or erased by Buddhism. The Japanese, like most
Eastern peoples, practice ancestor
worship, and Shinto was the religion of their earliest forefathers.
It is an animistic belief, imagining in e ery rock, bu h, lake, or
mountain a being like a soul and
styled a deity. Since it is a combination of ance tor and nature

worship, it appeals strongly to the
simple peasantry of Japan, who
have nourished it and kept it
sacred throughout the centuries.
Although the Shinto story of the
creation of the world is complicated, colorful, and full of interesting situations, seldom is any
part of it found among the subjects of netsukes. Surely the reason
cannot be reverence, for there are
many paintings and prints of
these legends, and also large sculptures. Figures in Buddhist mythology, on the other hand, make up
many of the most common netsuke subjects, and among the most
popular of them are the famous
Seven Gods of Good Fortune: Ebisu, Daikoku, Bishamon, Benten,
Fukuro kuju, Jorojin, and Hotei.
The last-named is the notorious
little man with a bare pot belly,
whom everyone has seen at one
time or another; but to the Japanese he is the jolly friend of children. Another great favorite is the
goddess of Mercy, the Buddhistic
Kwannon, who is seen in netsukes
as a beautiful lady of kindly, serious mien. Other beings commonly
seen as netsukes are the inhabitants of the nether world: demons,
ghosts, and fearful aerial vampires, or Tengu. The demons, or
Oni, are usually seen in comical
guise, and often are drunken and
roisterous. Their deadly enemy, a
sort of Japane e St. George, is the
devil hunter, Shoki, who with
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fierce expression, bristling beard,
and naked sword lies in wait for
the mischievous little Oni and
slays them unmercifully. The
ghosts closely resemble the European variety, except that they
possess no feet. The Tengu are
really much more feared than the
demons, for they dart through the
air avenging the evil deeds of
mankind.
Like other nations, Japan cherishes its quota of heroic tales, and
fond Japanese parents tell them to
their round-eyed children as good
examples of conduct to emulate.
One of the best-known of the
heroes is Momotaro, the Peachling
Boy. According to tradition a
childless old man one day discovered a peach floating on a river.
When he opened it he found a
tiny boy inside, whom he named
Momotaro. This child, like Tom
Thumb, had many animal friends
and heroic adventures in foreign
lands, but unlike his European
prototype he attained, by magic,
the stature of a grown man. Of
course, animals of all kinds were
popular netsuke subjects, and they
are carved with infinite precision
down to the last hair. The dragon
and the tortoi e are ery often
hown, the former as a symbol of
good luck, the other as a ymbol of longe ity. But one might go

on indefinitely, giving the stories
and personages pictured in netsukes and yet not be sure of telling all, so numerous are they.
There are excellent reasons why
netsukes are ideally suited for collecting. When one owns a netsuke,
one has a real work of art, a product of the great patience and
dauntless perseverance of some
Japanese artist, who may have
spent, with no regard for time or
money, from six months to several years in completing it. One
has something of beauty that is
growing harder and harder to
procure with the passage of every
year, and the most comforting
thought is that one can have all
this and still stay within the
bounds of the average collector's
purse.
Behind the counters of antique and Oriental art shops all
over Europe and America little
chunks of Japanese life and
thought made tangible in wood
and ivory wait to invade the heart
of a sympathetic collector. Once
netsukes are appreciat d, they are
never again forgotten. Considering
the high arti tic value, the manysided intere t, and the comparatively low price of net uke , certainly collecting them i one of
the mo t fascinating hobbies for
the art lover that exist .
♦
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THE

ALEMBIC
By

THEODORE

GRAEBNER

"The world cares little for
anything a man has to utter
that has not previously been
distilled in the alembic of
his life."
HOLLAND, Gold-Foil

~-Sanctified propaganda. Never lovely, since it has its origin
either in self-interest, malice, or
fanaticism, propaganda is at its
ugliest when it becomes sanctified.
Much of the public platform demonstrations in which clerics of conflicting Christian and non-Christian sects unite since 1932, when
the heat was turned on the Jews
in Germany, clas ifies under this
head. I am not now concerned
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with the grounds of justification
for the present wave of sympathy
for the Jews. I am concerned with
the religious odor given to demonstrations of sympathy in order to
influence public sentiment.
A committee of Protestant leaders, the Federal Council of
Churches of Christ in America,
says in an open letter to churches
of the world that "an undeclared
war against the Christian church
itself" is in progress in National
Socialist Germany. The letter was
issued in con junction with a call
to prayer sent by telegram to 68
state and local federations of
churches throughout the United
States, asking that pastors "offer
prayer for Niemoeller and Christian liberty in Germany." Why
this attempt to line up religious
sentiment
against
Germany?
Christians were persecuted in
Russia from 1918 to 1932 by the
Soviet government, and are even
now under the most oppressive
measures: yet when did the Federal Council of Churches of Christ
in America call upon the church
federations to offer prayer for
Christian liberty in Ru sia? Did
we ever hear of platform fraternizations of Jews, Catholic priests
and modernistic preachers to rouse
our people against Russia?
A paper like the St. Louis PostDispatch quotes many columns of
extracts from
iemoeller's sermons. It headline his demand that
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the stand of Luther against
Church and Princes must be the
stand of Christians in Germany today. Does anyone believe that these
appeals to uphold the Christian
faith, least of all Niemoeller's
identifying of Nazi opposition to
Christianity with the devil, would
have found space in the Post-Dispatch if the object were not the
rousing of public sentiment
against Germany?
Then there is Dorothy Thompson with her welcome to Pius XII
over the radio, later printed in her
newspaper column. If ever there
was radio propaganda, it was that
address, full of direct flattery of
the former Papal Secretary [she
quotes a "prophecy" of Pacelli
which was actually fulfilled!] and
stigmatizing of the Nazi government as waging "vicious war
against the Catholic Church,
against all Christianity." The
point is not at all whether Dorothy Thompson correctly states the
case against Germany. The point
is that a religious radical makes
her appeal on the basis of religious
sentiment for the purpose of making odious to her listeners-in, and
her readers, "the land whose policies, and whose future, are causing Christendom such great concern."
Of what concern has "Christendom" ever been to Dorothy
Thompson until it became necessary to add this subtle poi on, the
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instigation of religious hatred, into the campaign of the JewishCatholic bloc against Germany?
It is one thing to recognize and
deplore the excesses committed
against the Jews and to abjure
the anti-Christian policies advocated by certain leaders in the
Nazi government; and it is another thing to enlist a hypocritical concern for Christianity in order to create a popular mandate
for involving our country in European quarrels.
~ o m e prophecies. Speaking
of prophecies that come true, I
shall place on record here (this is
written March 20) some predictions which a friend in London,
England, whom I shall designate
simply as K. H., put down a week
or two ago. His letter just reached
me. He has this to say about the
state of affairs in Spain. He does
not doubt that with Franco's victory, there will be to begin with a
totalitarian regime. "I expect to
see it adopted," says K. H., "not
only because it may be ideologically attractive to Franco and his
adviser, but because there is a
practical, one may say, an inevitable, need for a government to centrali e, to be dictatorial, to be totalitarian, in time of crisis."
o far the prophecy is not sufficiently preci e to demand much of
our attention, but K. H. goe on:
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What we may very likely see in
Spain is a conflict on the subject of
the internal policy of a totalitarian
Spain. When General Franco stops being a general and has to show his
ability as a politician, he will find it
necessary to take into account the
views of two groups who have been
yoked together by the common aim
of defeating the Republican Government.

He explains that there are on
the one hand big industry and big
landowners, certain ecclesiastics
and the Monarchists. Then there
is the National Socialist party
which wants to see a new Spain
arise, socialistic in economic matters, Catholic in thought and national in foreign politics. As
against these two forces, which
"will quickly be reinforced by
many of the so-called 'Reds' of
Catalonia," General Franco must
make his stand for liberalism. If
he does, says K. H.,
I prophesy his rapid disappearance.
He will be the Kerensky of Spain;
that man who tried in Russia to be
reasonable in wholly unreasonable
circumstances. The ruler of Spain in
the immediate future will have to be
a strong man or else there will be a
revolution to save the revolution.

Let us keep these predictions on
file and see how closely our students of international politics are
able to gage the future.
~Nadir. That mean, under
foot, the point directly under foot.

Sometime we shall speak about
Zenith, the things that are at the
top, the things that "are tops,"
(to use a phrase which is still in
circulation but is acquiring a little shine on the elbows). About
these we shall speak some other
time. Just now, looking at Hitler,
Dorothy Thompson, the bloody
generalissimo Franco, we are more
in a mood for things that can't be
worse. For instance:
The worst overture ever written
is-you've guessed it-(or you know
it if you heard the Ford Sunday
Evening Hour of March 19) is
Strauss's Rosenkavalier. There is
nothing worse.
Worst imitation of a Roman
hero, young Mussolini.
The worst song writer, Irving
Berlin.
The worst English poet, Alexander Pope.
Pet aversion among the ladies,
Mrs. Mary Mason Baker Glover
Patterson Eddy Fry.
Among the actors, Clark Gable.
The worst English, that spoken
by Albert Einstein.
Worst historian, H. G. Wells
(runner-up, Hendrik van Loon).
The worst railroad station in
America, the B and O in Chicago.
Worst stretch of highway, Route
30 at East Liverpool, Ohio.
The worst national anthem, the
one beginning, "O say."

(To be continued.)
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~ "Taking

out the hum." I

have a friend in Detroit who
helped me make an appointment
the other day and while we drove
along the Outer Drive, he showed
me the huge plant in which he is
employed. Just now, he said, he
had been taken out of the laboratory to do some special work. "And
what might be that specialty?"
"Why, it is taking the hum out
of the electric refrigerator built
by the ... works." Then he told
me the intriguing story of the
amount of money this concern is
spending to take a slight hum ~ut
of their product, in order to give
it this bit of advantage over competing articles. There are now five
men at work trying to locate the
source of this hum in the machine.
The company is paying the salary
of an expert in applied physics
and of four university men to improve their refrigerator. These
men have now been at work two
years. A glimpse of the absolute
need of Bigness in industry. The
Brookings Institution is right
when it declares that bigness i
an essential need in some of our
economic proces es. They argue:
The distinctive contribution of efficiency in manufacture that is made
by large-scale operation grows chiefly
out of the opportunity it create for
mobilizing resources large enough to
develop fully the potentialitie of science and engineering, of per onnel,
and of the market.
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Big money is necessary in order
to produce the dyestuffs and sy~thetic ammonia and related chemicals which have come out of the
du Pont laboratories and are now
national assets. But the Saturday
Evening Post last year pointed out
that
experimentation lasting over six
years and costing twenty-two million
dollars was necessary before a single
dollar of profit was earned on the dyestuffs. And ten years and twenty-seven
million dollars were consumed before
synthetic ammonia yielded a profit.
It takes seven years, on the average,
according to the last annual report of
the Mon anto Chemical Company, to
bring an idea for a major development from the laboratory through
pilot plant to an initial manufacturing profit. Who can gainsay that society is the gainer from this pioneer
risk-taking by the big men?

Just now, at the ash factory,
car sound-proofing which muffie
wind roar, motor-hum and traffic
noises ha been developed by a h
engineers in conjui:iction W:it~- ngineers of the Kelvmator d1v1 1 n.
"Sound wave are blocked by
grain of sand su pended in a sem~rigid compound." uch experimentation mu t be carri don for
year before it yield a profit.
In his latest report to the stockholder, Myron C. Taylor, Chairman Board of Director, nit d
tat~s teel Corporation, said that
thi company now ha 174 labo:atory department . Mr. aylor aid:
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Most of these laboratories are for
the metallurgical control which is an
essential part of today's steel making.
Others work on the problems of customers. Still others are experimenting
with materials for new uses or searching for new uses for materials already
in existence. An idea of the scope of
the work may be had from the fact
that the item of metallurgy and research cost $8,400,000 in 1937. It is
impossible in the space here at command even to sketch the positive accomplishments of the research division.

Even so, General Electric and
Westinghouse spend millions annually in research. I have seen at
Pittsburgh a Westinghouse apparatus which cost $750,000 to build
and had not produced a cent of
profit. Yet when big business pursues the search for new know ledge
it is able in the end to build products that are worth more but cost
less, from which come savings, new
industries, increased employment,
benefits which bring to millions of
Americans real weal th unknown
a generation ago.

~The far horizons are calling. And they'll get you if you
don't watch out. The latest that
comes to hand is a road-map of the
north woods in the upper peninsula of Michigan. Ever since I
read Stewart Edward White's
north woods description, in the
old Outlook, I have kept alive the

hope of a summer in the North
Michigan forests, to see the things
that Mr. White saw back in the
nineties, and hear the Voices
which he heard in the dark hours
of night.
Then there is a most seductive
folder holding forth the experience of travelling in your car, in
comfort and safety, through the
high Rockies, crossing the Continental Divide, and camping at
10,000 foot levels.
You haven't heard of the New
Mexican Rockies, most likely, but
I have been there, and the call
to these southwestern horizons is
almost irresistible. As if a nostalgia of four years' standing were
not enough, along comes Scribner's and Mr. Arthur W. Little
asks the reader toimagine the tall walls of the Rocky
Mountains, snow-topped and gray in
the darkening shadows. And high up
on the foot-hills, now comparatively
cool after the heat of the day, a man
sitting on a pinto horse, leg curled
carelessly over the saddle horn. In
the twilight the valley below appears
wide and green and cool. There is a
sweet languor of mountain summer
in the air, which drifts up through
the tops of pine. The rowels touch the
pinto's side. A little later black specks
of sagebrush appear as twilight reluctantly gives way to night. A porcupine scrambles along an irrigation
ditch. Already the shadows of night
have settled over the valley when the
man to ses some hay over the corral
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fence for the now turned-out horse.
Halfway down the hill to his cabin
he stops to light a pipe. The wind has
died; for a moment the forests are
without sound.

Some of us have been there. We
remember the change from day to
night. I am the man sitting on
that pinto horse. But then the
night comes:
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cottonwoods and aspens. He puffs
quietly at his pipe, his hand now and
then petting a great dog at his feet.
And if you think this is meaningless action, picture this same person
taking pack trips into the hills where
there are beautifully meadowed parks
and sparkling streams alive with trout,
where-

No more of this. This is only
April and those heights are under
ten feet of snow. But Gerald
Gould said years ago-

Reaching his own porch, the man
sits on the log steps, leans back
against a post and gazes at the moon,
jade-white in the heavens, which casts
a path of light on the rippling river
and makes the rimrocks of the mountains seem to slip along behind the
clouds. In the unbelievable peace of
the Western night, the only sounds
are occasional staccato yelps of timber
wolves, the startled neigh of a horse,
and the rustling of a breeze through

Beyond the East the sunrise, beyond
the West the sea,
And East and West the wanderthirst
that will not let me be.
And come I may, but go I must, and
if men ask you why,
You may put the blame on the stars
and the sun and the white road and
the sky.

+
Nepotism
"To look at it kindly, nepotism is no worse than favoritism of other sorts .... The minister who robs the nation
to feed his family, either for the present or for the n xt
three or four generations, by amassing half a million
to ten million or more dollars is only trying to glorify
his ancestors and be a 'good' man of the family. Graft or
'squeeze' may be a public vice, but i always a family
virtue. As all Chine e are fairly 'good' men, so, as Ku
Hungming says, the commonest conjugation in Chin e
grammar is that of the verb 'to squeeze'; I squeeze, you
squeeze, he squeezes, we squeeze, you squeeze, they
squeeze.' It is a regular erb." -LI YuT G.

home in Switzerland conjures up
visions of another mighty master
of the piano-a master whose tremendous influence is becoming
ever more cogently apparent as the
years go gliding by.
I am referring to Franz Liszt
(1811-1886), concerning whom
Heinrich Heine, a great poet, a
master of trenchant and mordant
prose, and a music critic of unusual ability, once wrote in the
following somewhat boisterous
manner: "He is here ... the doctor
of philosophy and the wonder
doctor of music, the resurrected
rat-catcher of Hamlin, the new
Faust, whom a poodle-dog in the
form of Belloni (Liszt's manager)
is always following, Franz Liszt,
elevated to the nobility and noble
in spite of it! ... He is here, the
modern Homer, whom Germany,
Hungary, and France, the three
greatest lands, praise as their child,
while the bard who sang the Iliad
was claimed by only seven little
provincial towns! He is here, an
Attila, the scourge of God for all
Erard pianos, which begin to
tremble at the mere report of his
coming, and which again quiver,
bleed, and whine under his hand
so that the society for prevention
of cruelty to animals ought to
take care of them! He is here, the
wild, beautiful, ugly, enigmatic,
fatal, and, at times, ery childish
child of hi times, the gigantic
dwarf, the raving Roland with
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Consideration Of Paderewski's
Great Popularity Leads to a Discussion Of Liszt.

h Ignace Jan Paderewski, that
•· imposing figure among the famous musicians of all time, has
once more returned to the lucrative concert stages of our country.
Thousands upon thousands are
flocking to his recitals, and the air
is thick with debates and discussions. Is it still justifiable to speak
of the renowned Pole as a good
pianist? Or is he now-as some observers believe-merely a great
pianist? We shall not argue the
moot question at the present time,
because the re-emergence upon the
American scene of the intensely
patriotic son of Poland who finds
it wise and expedient to make his
30
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the Hungarian sabre of honor, the
genial Hans Fool, whose nonsense confuses our senses, and to
whom, in every instance, we accord loyal service that we may
bring to public notice the great
furore which he stirs up here!"
Naturally, my halting translation does not even begin to do justice to Heine's irresistibly piquant
German.
Even when we cast our nets at
random among the works of Liszt,
the lionized Hungarian pianist,
we find much to prove that he
was the herald of a new era not
only in the art of playing the piano but also in the field of composition. No keenly observing student of the history of music will
be rash enough to deny that he
stood for and established trends
which were as far-reaching as they
were revolutionary.
'\Ve do not overshoot the mark
when we maintain that Liszt gave
to piano technic a new direction,
new freedom, and new objectives.
Trained for two years by Carl
Czerny, that prince of the blood
among devisers of technical exercises, he learned to appreciate
the immense importance of the
purely mechanical pha es of keyboard mastery. But he went infinitely farther than his famous
teacher. Searching almost in tinctivel y for thing unknown and untried and alway working indefatigably in spite of all the wealth

j
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and all the glory that came to him,
he bequeathed to the world of music a series of achievements which
are still extensive in their significance.
If Liszt were alive today, he
would have no tolerance for those
who believe and profess that it is
possible to master the piano without a long and severe regimen of
practice, nor would he be able to
make common cause with those
who hold to the strange notion
that a musician has no need of a
broad cultural background. Listen
to what he wrote to Franz Wolf,
one of his first pupils: "My mind
and my fingers are working like
two lost souls: Homer, the Bible,
Plato, Locke, Byron, Hugo, Lamartine, Chateaubriand, Beethoven, Bach, Hummel, Mozart, Weber are all about me. I study them,
meditate on them, devour them
furiously. In addition, I work four
or five hours at exerci e (third ,
sixths, octaves, tremolos, repeated
notes, cadenzas, etc.). Ah, if only I
don't go mad, you will find me an
artist."

Detractors Were Busy

h It i

well known that Li zt had

ttl much to do with the creation
of what i known a the symphonic
poem. His detractor gave vent
to pulverizing denunciations and
maintained that he had cho en a
free form of writing becau e he
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had not received adequate training in the laws of composition.
But we have every reason to be
glad that he had the courage to
strike out on new paths. For two of
his most important works he used
the title "symphony"-the Dante
Symphony and the Faust Symphony-and it matters not in the
least that, so far as structure is
concerned, these compositions may
properly be referred to as pseudosymphonies. The late Philip Hale
once wrote, "How much of Liszt
there is in Richard Wagner's
bestl"
Liszt refused to be hidebound in
the matter of harmony. In this respect, he was of the kith and kin
of Bach, Mozart, and Beethoven.
He used chords and chordic combinations which foreshadowed the
subtle tonal magic of that great
creator of beguiling atmospheric
and kaleidoscopic effects, Claude
Debussy. Critics spoke of him and
of the forward-looking Frenchman, Hector Berlioz, as apostles
of the music of the future-die
Zukunftsmusik. Some of them
used the term ironically and even
arcastically. They looked for
holes in Liszt's coat and wrote with
venom in their pens. But the
mighty artist remained true to his
convictions, and today we are fully
able to understand that he was, in
reality, one of the most significant
among the prophets of the mu ic
of the future. With courage, loy-

alty, and penetrating wisdom, he
espoused the cause of Chopin,
Schubert, and Wagner. He gained
fame and fortune in rich abundance; but he gave freely of what
he had. "Though all my life long,"
he once declared, "I produce nothing good or beautiful, I shall nevertheless find a real and deep
happiness in enjoying that which
I recognize and admire as being
grand and beautiful in others."
Those who are acquainted with
Liszt's colorful and sometimes
none too savory career are not
surprised to find in many of his
melodies a tendency toward the
erotic and in most of his piano
compositions a decided leaning toward the pyrotechnical. Syrup and
gunpowder, caresses and detonations, are often curiously intermingled. We may decry and bemoan his occasional excursions
into the domain of grandiloquent
emptiness to our hearts' content;
but let us never lose sight of the
tremendous influence he exercised. Even though some of his
works may leave the one or the
other of us cold in thi day and
age, let us not permit our judgm ent to become so hopeles 1y
warped as to induce us to deny
that, in the field of piani m, in
the deft employment of harmonic
devices, and, above all, in that
pirit of independent thought
which i the birthright of e ery
tran cendent geniu Li zt paved
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netsuke by Masa ugu,
centur i ory carver. he tory of the
piece i that of the fi ht of the blind men , hich i d ::-ibed fully
in the text of the article in thi i ue.
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Kagamibuta net uke b
huraku a noted arti t of the I century.
The ubject i Hiromaro, the , ell -known poet, in hi t pical po e
when he compo es. Oni (devil) in attendance, mi ing ink. faterial :
gold ilver, plain and mi ed with ariou allo to produce different
colors.

lnro of gold lacquer depicting a conventional land ape. he arti t
i not known. It i unu ual becau e it h
ix rath r than five ompartments. aid to ha e once been in the po e ion of a Japan e
prince.
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n unsigned ivory net uke probably of late
the sennin (immortal hermit) Tekkai, who
beggar with an iron crutch.

III centur ·. It depict
often pr ented a a
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A pol chromed ivor · net uke, late
III cerHur . The ubjecl i lhe
Buddhi t god, Daruma, in the act of cro ing Lhe Japan ea on ome
reed lea es.
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manju net uke of i or , by Koryu ai an VIII centur carver.
The subject i Benkei, the half-hi torical, half-m thical hero
II
centur ), reading the book, Kanjincho. The jewel in hi head i an
inlaid piece of jade.

l
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An ivory net uke of X III century, un igned. Two of the even Gods
of Good Fortune, Fukurokuju at the left, Daikoku at right.

Cresset Photo

An XVIII century ivory netsuke of a peasant woman beating cloth.
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the way for more than one master.
One ventures to predict that the
still magnetic Paderewski will be
remembered by history as an artist of singularly impressive ability
-an artist who had the power to
thrill and sway hundreds of thousands even after the weight of many
years had taken its toll from his
technic. But will his admirably
constructed Minuet and the other
works from his painstakingly
trained pen cause much fluttering
in the critical dovecotes of the
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future? Probably not. If Paderewski's boundless popularity succeeds in leading us to a saner
evaluation of Liszt than is prevalent among those who seem to believe that the somewhat bombastic Hungarian Rhapsodies and the
saccharine Liebestraum in A Flat
Major are the Alpha and the
Omega of the great Abbe's contributions to music, it will have
rendered a significant and sorely
needed service to the study of the
art.

Recent Recordings
Piano and Orchestra
FRANZ LrszT. Totentanz. Edi Kilenyi
and the Orchestre Symphonique of
Paris under Selmar Meyrowitz.There is much solid food in this
unique composition-a series of
variations on the ancient hymn,
Dies Irae. The work was inspired
by a contemplation of the frescoes,
entitled The Triumph of Death,
done by the renowned Florentine
artist, Orcagna (1316-1376). Kilenyi,
a Hungarian pianist, gives a magnificent performance. Columbia Album X-122.
FELIX ME DELSSOHN. Concerto in G
Minor, Opus 25. Ania Dorfmann
and the London Symphony Orchestra under Walter Goehr.- bril-
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liant and crystal-clear reading of an
elegantly written composition; but
not even the finest type of artistry
is able to extract much meaning
from the concerto's rapidly bleaching bones. Columbia lbum X-124.
WOLFGANG AMADEUS MOZART. Concerto in C Minor (K . 491 ). Robert
Ca adesus and the Orche tre ymphonique of Pari under ugene
Bigot.-This concerto, compo ed
in 1786, i worthy in every way of
being mentioned in the same
breath with the three monumental
symphonies-C major (Jupiter), G
minor, and E flat major-which
Mozart wrote during the ummer
of 1788. The performance i excellent. Columbia Album 356.

Books-some for all time and all men-some
for this time and generation-some for nothing and nobody.

TH E LITERARY SCENE
ALL UNSIGNED REVIEWS

ARE

BY MEMBERS OF THE STAFF

A Jew and Proud of It
PECULIAR TREASURE. The
Autobiography of Edna Ferber.
Doubleday, Doran, and Co., New
York. 1939. 398 pages. $3.00.
Most Americans have at one time
or another read an Edna Ferber novel
or short story. Teddy Roosevelt was
just as concerned about Emma McChesney's (remember her?) career as
the millions of just average Americans who followed her adventures as
the first American business woman.
Another and newer generation has
laughed and cried and thrilled over
Show Boat, The Royal Family, and
Cimarron. Edna Ferber has been writing for a long time and has the uncanny knack of writing for the millions. She confesses that she doesn't
know how she does it. Unlike most
writers she can count the rejection
slips and failures on the fingers of
just one hand.
Despite Burton Rascoe's blast
against Edna Ferber's mercenary motives which, he claims, are mercilessly revealed in the pages of this autobiography, Edna Ferber's life is fascinating reading. At the same time A
Peculiar Treasure serves as an excel-

A

lent handbook for those who imagine
that fame in writing is merely a matter of sitting at the typewriter a few
pleasant hours a day and sending the
completed manuscript to the panting
publisher. Miss Ferber gives graphic
accounts of the horribly hard work
and grinding effort involved in producing a novel. "Some of us work
heart-breakingly hard, like stevedores,
like truck drivers, like slaves, and we
get a quarter of a million a year (some
years). But the difficulty in getting a
room and decent privacy in which
to accomplish the earning of our living is almost unsurmountable. People
don't understand. One's family
doesn't understand. It all seems so
easy-a typewriter, or a pencil and a
piece of paper. Nothing to be fussy
about. For years my mother spoke
of my work as 'Edna's typewriting.'
The fact that creative writing is a
good deal like having a baby every
day for so many hours daily doesn't
occur to the layman, and he wouldn't
believe it if you told him.'' Those
who may want a formula for becoming a writer might find it in that
statement.
Born in Kalamazoo, Michigan, of
Hungarian Jews, short! y before the
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turn of the century, Edna Ferber
learned early in her life what it means
to be a Jew in America. Her father,
Jacob Charles Ferber, was not the
popular type of the hustling, moneygrabbing American Jew pictured in
our various anti-Semitic sheets. In
fact Jacob Ferber couldn't make
money at all. He tried in Kalamazoo,
in Ottumwa, Iowa, and in Appleton,
Wisconsin. He just couldn't make a
go of running a store. Finally his
wife took over the business and made
a creditable success of the store in
Appleton. But economics never bothered Edna. The family always had
enough to eat and plenty of money to
buy seats in the local op'ry house.
Edna attended high school in Appleton. It is a pleasure to hear a good
word spoken for the American high
school in a day when educational
systems are being attacked so bitterly.
High school was Edna's sorority, theatre, university, life. When she graduated at the age of I 7 she became a reporter for the Appleton Crescent. On
this small town daily she received the
finest possible training in writing, better and more exacting training than
any university could give her. She
learned to know the people and the
town. From Appleton she went to
Milwaukee and to a phase of journali m which touched a seamier side of
life. She worked a brief period on the
Milwaukee Journal until overwork
brought on a collapse. Then in her
early twenties, while recuperating,
she started writing, drawing on the
huge reservoir of facts and improbabilities she had encountered in her
newspaper life.
She wrote a novel, Dawn O'Hara,
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at first rejected (her one and only
rejection) but accepted in the end by
a publisher through the clever work
of a literary agent. She started her
famous Emma McChesney stories for
the American Magazine, joyfully accepted and paid for at the comparatively low rate of $600 a story. From
this time on Edna Ferber had only to
turn out the stories. They would be
printed and the inevitable check
would follow. She had the fantastic
experience of receiving a contract
from a famous magazine publisher
with the price spaces left blank. She
was tempted to fill in her price but
decided not to sell her soul too easily.

HER

first outstanding success was
So Big. With the publication of
that novel she became what is known
as a big name writer. Other novels followed. Show Boat, Cimarron, American B eauty, Come and Get It-all
touching some phase of Americana.
She also publi hed several collection
of short stories.
In the cour e of her life tory di cus ing her technique of the novel
she makes thi omewhat startling admi sion, "I can project my elf into
any age, environment, condition, situation, character or emotion that intere ts me deeply. I need not have xperienced it or een it or, to my
knowledge, heard or read about it."
This i a mouth-filling tatement for
any writer to make. If dna gets away
with it, all right. She may spend ju t
ten day in Oklahoma, or three day
in Connecticut, know nothing of
farming or lumbering, but, o he ay,
he can produce a veraciou atmo phere. tickler will quarrel with her-
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and have-but then one never argues
with a lady. Her novels have a shining, surface perfection but underneath the slick surface there is little
depth of emotion or spirituality,
either in the artistic or moral sense.
In the face of the rising tide of
anti-semitism in the United States,
what Miss Ferber has to say about the
Jewish problem is valuable. The title
of her autobiography comes from Exodus 19:5, "Now, therefore, if ye will
obey my voice indeed, and keep my
covenant, then ye shall be a peculiar
treasure unto me above all people;
for all the earth is mine; and ye shall
be unto me a kingdom of priests, and
an holy nation." She points out that
the recent pogroms in Germany and
Italy have served to solidify the Jewish people and have created again
the desire to revalue and treasure the
Jewish heritage. The old observation
that it takes persecution to make a
people go back to its religion seems
to hold true particularly with the
Jews.
As for the persecutions which Jews
are suffering in the United States,
Edna Ferber shows that the Jewish
prejudice is as pathological and unsound as the fear of high places. Comparatively few Americans have had
personal contacts with a large number
of Jews. Yet the fear of Jewry persists in the American bosom, sponsored largely by incipient Nazi organizations. Many Americans must find
something upon which to establish
their superiority. Millions of Americans regard the Jew as a living symbol of their own Aryan superiority
and lather themselves into every
imaginable sort of religious and pa-

triotic fervor about the menace of
Jewry in Wall Street, on the Supreme
Court, or in Hollywood.
A Peculiar Treasure is not profound in the sense of a record of the
development of a mind against the
background of some of America's
most momentous years. It is the story
of a popular American writer who
happens to be a Jew and is proud of
it. Those who want to meet the glittering personalities of America's entertainment and literary world are
invited to read A Peculiar Treasure.
More valuable, however, is the book's
charming record of middle-class Ii£e
in such typically American middlewest towns as Ottumwa and Appleton. Few will be disappointed with
Miss Ferber's description of family
and small town business life in the
early 1900's.

A Sensible Book
HEALTH, HYGIENE, AND HOOEY.
By W. W. Bauer, M.D. The BobbsMerrill Co., Indianapolis and New
York. 1938. 322 pages. $2.50.
Are you a kelp-eater? Do you gobble sea lettuce? Have you been getting "repeat dates" with the boys (or
girls) since you began feeding on
bran? Are you afraid of prunes? Have
you had your manganese this morning to assure a quick, elastic comeback for the day? H ave you slept any
in the last four weeks? Are you alkalizing? How is your honorable colon?
Are you sure, poor thing, that you
haven't alopecia areata? Don't you
think it's about time they're putting
vitamins into the shoe poli h?-If
you have hemmed or boggled at any
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of these solemn questions, better read
the book. If not, then be sure you
don't miss it.
It has been estimated that the
American people annually spend
enough money on health fads and
fakers to build a three-lane highway
to the silvery moon, erect filling stations every ten miles of the way, and
serve free barbecues to all who pass
by and care to eat such stuff. There
is more money to be made in America
than in any other country at stripping
off the pelts of the species homo gullibilis (the only known species whose
pelts grow again and sometimes come
off more easily each successive time).
Not that the species is rarer in other
lands, but American pelts have more
of that golden sheen that is considered so desirable. As a result, the
hunters are everywhere: diet cranks,
food fakers, Old Doc Quack and all
his progeny, patent medicine pirates,
vitamin hounds, bonesetters of various kinds, naprapaths, naturopaths,
mental healers (including Christian
Science "practitioners"), and so on
and on. We speak only of tho e whose
hunting-grounds lie within the field
of health. In addition, all sorts of
health fallacies float around loose
among the population and help to
relieve susceptible ones of cash, and
alas! often of health and even of life.
Dr. Bauer pas es in review this
whole welter of fraud and folly, turning on it the cool lights of common
sense and scientific judgment. He has
prepared his book "in the hope of
elucidating practical fundamental
principles underlying the health of
the individual who ha neither time
nor inclination to make exten ive

I
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technical studies, and of building up
the skepticism of the reader toward
information offered him about his
health." Examples of principles that
he lays down are: "The whole idea
of predicating the health of an individual upon adherence to a set
of rules is fundamentally wrong. No
two persons are alike." "Nobody can
make a rule about diet that will apply
to all persons, without bringing down
disaster upon the heads, or the colons, of some of them." "Any medicine
advertised for sale to all and sundry,
for use on their own initiative and
without previous diagnosis, is, and
must always be, a fake."
THE first part of the book is by
and large destructive (of health
fads, frauds, and superstitions); the
latter part, constructive. All of it is
good reading, the presentation being
lively, interesting, concrete, genial,
and often deliciously humorous. A
specimen or two?" "Freckle ," one
reads, "are of two kind : those which
fade in the autumn and come back
next summer, and those for which you
have to develop a permanent admiration."-"The drug tore heik admire
a head of hair that looks a if it had
just come from the bootblack."-On
cold plunge : "Let him who en joy
it play little brother to the polar
bear; let him take his cold plunge
and yours too. He's welcome to
minel"-On reducing: "Milady can
buy a glorified rolling pin and make
bra e attempts to reach and massage
the localitie where fat ha collected,
and where it i o tantalizingly prominent, yet out of reach."-On the value
of trying to reduce by thi method, or
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by the use of bath salts, massage
creams, rubber corsets, etc.: "These
methods are harmless, and amusing
if one can afford the luxury of being
just a little foolish."
The range of the subject matter is
wide. One chapter is devoted to vitamins, another to minerals in food,
a third to cosmetics, several to matters of diet. Hygiene, exercise, sleep,
mental factors, quackeries, scientific
medicine, public health agencies, socialized medicine-all are discussed at
length. Dr. Bauer, as already indicated, is throughout concerned to lay
bare simple principles by which any
intelligent person can be guided in
matters of health. Those who are
willing to be so guided will unquestionably be profited by the book. Of
course, not all belong to that class.
Some people are born to be fakers'
meat, and no argument or evidence
will ever keep them from continually
seeking new mare's-nests and fondly
hugging the airy delusions which they
find in them. Also, the book may not
appeal to ladies whose stock in trade
and joy in life it is always to have
something the matter with them and
to be taking something for it. You see,
it's a very sensible book.

Decay in New England
WICKFORD POINT. By

John P.
Marquand. Little, Brown and Co.,
Boston, 1939. 457 pages. 2.75.
Readers of the Saturday Evening
Post are familiar with the stories of
this author, whose previous novel,
The Late George Apley, made the
li t of best-sellers and won the Pulitzer Prize as best novel of 1938. Mar-

quand, who is himself a New Englander, published a portion of this
new novel serially in the Saturday
Evening Post, but the book itself is
about twice as long, and, as one reviewer put it, "twice as biting" in its
satire. For that is what Wickford
Point is, a sparkling satire of a New
England family.
Marquand is writing about people
and scenes with which he is thoroughly familiar and his satire is not
written in a debunking spirit, but
with a deep understanding and a
tolerant sympathy.
Wickford Point, lying an hour
north of Boston, is the ancestral home
of the Brill family, an amusing, irresponsible, and snobbish group of
New Englanders, unfruitful and decadent. The old homestead is tumbledown, the members of the household
scatterbrained, and slightly mad. They
may be affi.icted with snobbery, but
they still possess a certain charm.
They may be shallow and sophisticated, but they can be witty and even
loving at times. And whatever the
mood of the moment or the impending crisis may be, they never forget
that they are descendants of old John
Brill, poet, known as the "Wickford
Sage," who had in his day been acquainted with Thoreau and Emerson.
Jim Calder, who tells the story,
himself a member of the Brill family,
is a successful writer and thoroughly
acquainted with the foibles of his
relatives, yet he has a deep-seated
loyalty for the clan which keep him
in touch with Wick.ford Point and
gains for him the reputation of dependability upon which they all can
rely when a family crisis arises.
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Cousin Clothilde, who married the
son of John Brill, is now the head of
the household. A remarkably welldrawn character, she is irresponsible
and likeable, always overdrawn at the
bank, always helplessly anxious to
further the family interests, always
ready to mother her four foolish and
incompetent children, Harry, Sidney,
Mary, and Bella. Harry takes great
pride in his social position and the
membership in aristocratic clubs
which it gives him, but he never has
a job. Sidney is a harmless sort of nitwit who siphons gas out of other people's cars so that he can tak~ his girl
out. Mary suffers from frustration.
She is attractive to men until they see
her sister Bella, a beautiful, unhappy,
erratic, and charming divorcee, who
is at once the most interesting and
the most insufferable of the Brills.
While the Brill family comes in for
its full share of satirical treatment,
other characters who play a part in the
story are by no means overlooked.
There is especially the portrait of
Allen Southby, professor at Harvard,
who wishes to become a novelist.
Born in Minnesota, without a background, covered with a veneer of
Harvard culture, hungry to be a somebody, he wants to write a novel about
Wickford Point. It is in the presentation of Allen and Clothilde that Mr.
Marquand does his best portrayals of
character in this book.

Pearl Buck on China
THE PA TRIOT. By Pearl Buck.
John Day Company, New York.
1939. 372 pages. $2.50.
This is the first novel with a Chi-
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nese setting in four years by the winner of the Nobel Prize for Literature
in 1938. Thus reads the publishers'
announcement regarding this new
book by Pearl S. Buck. It already appears on the lists of best sellers and
will no doubt be widely read because
of the general interest in the ChinoJapanese War which forms the background of the story. Miss Buck, we
know, is at home in her subject, and
approaches her problem with a deep
sympathy, not only for the Chinese
people but also for the people of
Japan.
The Patriot covers the events of the
last twelve years in China, beginning
with the communistic revolution
which swept down the Yangtse in
1926, and ending in the mountains of
inner China, "where driven back
again and again by the invader, students and peasants, old war lords and
young guerillas alike, stand in a
united front and fight on."
The patriot is Wu I-wan, whose
father is a powerful Shanghai banker,
son of old General Wu. I-wan has a
brother, I-ko, selfish and self-indulgent, who is later put to death for
treason. I-wan is drawn into the
group of student revolutionists and
narrowly escapes Chiang Kai- hek's
blood purge of the Communi ts in
1927. He is sent to Japan by his father and in exile he marries the
daughter of his Japanese patron. By
Tama he has two sons and they live a
happy home life. I-wan is not aware
of the changes that have taken place
in his homeland until the war news
begins to leak through the censorship.
He decides to go home when the
Japanese begin bombing Shanghai.
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He cannot take Tama and his sons
along, so he and his wife make their
• private peace. She promises to keep
his photograph encircled with flowers
and not to let his sons forget him.
I-wan reaches home and finds a
place of service in the following of
Chiang Kai-shek, and that is where
the close of the story leaves him, still
separated from his beloved Tama,
and looking forward to the ultimate victory of China, which, though
it may be temporarily at a disadvantage and though it may lose thousands
of men, because of its size will be
strong and vigorous after the enemy
has exhausted itself. That is the concluding note. Will it be fulfilled?
Thus China has conquered more than
one invader. Will history repeat itself
this time?
One is thankful to Miss Buck for
including Japan in her story. About
half the book is based upon a Japanese background. We trust this part
is as authoritative as we have reason
to believe her description of Chinese
life is.
Miss Buck spent 35 years of her life
in China. Her father was a missionary
to the Chinese. After her success with
Good Earth, she divorced her husband and married Richard John
Walsh, her publisher. With him she
now lives in Bucks County, Pa., on
a 130-acre farm, in charge of a family of nine children, one her own,
three her husband's, and five others
whom they have adopted. In addition
to her hou ehold duties, she keeps up
her writing. Another novel is to appear from her pen shortly.
With her Christian background,
one would expect Miss Buck to have

something to say about Christianity
in a novel about China. The nearest
she comes to mentioning Christianity
is the inference that perhaps some of
the reputed Christian Chinese leaders
are using the cloak of Christianity to
attain their own ends. Evidently Miss
Buck does not feel that the influence
of the Christian Gospel will mean
much for the future of China.

The Wages of Sin
SALUTE TO FREEDOM.

By

Eric

Lowe. Reynal and Hitchcock, New
York. 1939. 615 pages. $2.50.
A saga of far-off Australia. It has
been heralded as a major piece of
fiction which once more deals with
the fundamental theme of "the way
of all flesh." Another way of putting
it would be that it is a stirring treatment of the truth, "The wages of sin
is death."
The story is a trilogy. In the first
part we have the morning of the
hero's life,
"Morning Without
Clouds." Robin Stewart is twelve
years old when the story begins at
Stewart's station in New South Wales.
His father is a well-to-do landowner,
farmer, and cattle-raiser. His uncle,
Brand Stewart, is a ne'er-do-well rolling stone who appears on the scene of
the story from time to time. We follow Robin to school, through the
years of adolescence, to his marriage
with a girl, older than he, with whom
he has a number of happy years.
Myrna bears him several children. He
enjoys a temporary prosperity on his
own land.
Then the shadow of the Great War
reaches out to Australia. The second
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part of the story covers the war years,
showing the effects of the war on the
people of Australia and describing
Robin's brief part in it when he is
sent to Egypt and Palestine. This is
the "Return of a Hero."
The last part, "The Whips of God,"
is tragic. Robin, careless in business,
loses most of his property; indifferent
to Myrna, he drives her to insanity.
He finally comes to his death before a
firing squad in Spain. The author
might have headed this section of his
trilogy, "The Mills of God," for he
shows most dramatically that they
grind slowly, but exceeding fine.
Eric Lowe is an artist. His characters spring alive from his pen; the
scenes he depicts arc vivid and memorable. Life in Australia passes clearly
and boldly before the mind's eye-pastoral scenes, mountain views, life in
the city, in the bush, on the farm. We
smell the smoke of burning timber,
we hear the cry of the cattle in the
sale yards, we feel the excitement of
the polo carnival, we sense the beastliness of the mob in the conscription
scenes, we are shocked when the men
in an inn trample on Carl Schreiber
for his German blood, and we shudder when Robin's cold indifference
causes Myrna to lose her mind. But
Eric Lowe evidently has no answer
for the problems he raises and which
to him are insoluble, as they must be
to everyone who does not accept the
Christian Bible with its account of the
origin of sin and the only Way of
salvation. On this account the novel
closes on the pitiful note of de pair
and utter hopelessness. Salute to Freedom is therefore an unsatisfactory
book. It is no salute to freedom, but
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the age-old story of the bondage of
sin. There is another best-seller, which
not only states clearly and dramatically that the "wages of sin is death,"
but adds the all-important message,
"but the gift of God is eternal life
through Jesus Christ our Lord."

Tragedy
MEIN KAMPF. By Adolf Hitler. Reyna! & Hitchcock, New York. 1939.
994 pages. $3.00.
A strange feeling creeps over a reviewer when the last page of this
book has finally been turned and a
wearisome task is done. It is a feeling
unmixed with any joy of accomplishment, any satisfaction over the attainment of a keener insight, any
hatred even of the shocking author of
sentiments that are hard and cut like
steel. There is merely an inexplicable
sadness and a weird pity for an age
which has made a book like this necessary for its understanding and pity,
too, that so much cruelty has won so
many adherents.
Mein Kampf is a tragedy, and the
future historian will perhaps say, the
greatest tragedy of the first half of
the twentieth century. Deep feeling,
bitter conflict, and an iron unity of
plot and of purpose are upon its
pages. They are weighted with doom,
not merely because they advocate totalitarianism and deride democracy,
but because they carry a philosophy
of crassest materialism to its logical
and fatal conclusion. If man lives by
bread alone and life is no more than
raiment, there is nothing illogical
about the philosophy or the methodology of Hitleri m.
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Perhaps the greatest value which
this complete translation of the two
volumes of Mein Kampf has over the
incomplete Dugdale translation of
1933, is the preservation of the spirit
of the author. The Dugdale translation, although it contains only about
one-third of the original, nevertheless forgets no important doctrine. Its
very omission of the repetitious passages, however, gives Mein Kampf
the appearance of a certain reasonableness and coherence, and fails to
convey the hypnotizing effect of the
refrains of hatred, hatred of the Jew,
of parliamentarianism, of the leaders
of the Republic, of the French, of the
negro "born half-ape," of communism, and of the meek and feeble.

A

of the hatreds in Mein Kampf
have their ultimate source in the
hatred of the Jew who is the final
cause of all the world's distresses. The
book richly confirms the author's confession that he experienced the greatest change of his life when he had
"turned from a feeble cosmopolite
into a fanatical anti-Semite." As a
corollary to the hatred of the Jew is
the belief in the supremacy of the
Aryan," the highest image of the
Lord." On almost every page Hitler
demonstrates his fanatical conviction
that "all problems are racial." Add to
this a belief in the necessity of the
"death of the feeble for the life of
the stronger" and the foundation of
Hitlerism becomes clear and its hardness explicable. It is the duty of the
Aryan to use inferior peoples to meet
his need. "Without this possibility of
utilizing inferior men, the Aryan
would never have been able to take
LL

the first steps toward his later culture." The Drang nach Osten is not
only economically necessary, but also
in conformity with the inexorable
duty and destiny of an Aryan Germany. France is the most bitter enemy and must eventually be crushed,
because France is becoming negrofied and is, therefore, guilty of Rassenschande, "the original sin against
mankind," against whose deeper ravages the Aryan must protect the
world. The use of brutal force for the
practical realization of this W eltanschauung is necessary, but, more than
that, it is in harmony with the highest law of nature.
With these tenets the Nazi party
was built and with them it rose to
power, aided by the genius of Hitler
as propagandist and as organizer, and
also by the desperation of a crushed
people. No serious student of history
will deny that many of the wrongs
against which Hitler fought were
wrongs crying for redress. We can
sympathize with him in his struggles
against the wrongs of the Versailles
Treaty and of unbearable reparation
demands, against the destructive inroads of communism and the cruel
effort of France to make peace a continuation of a war to keep Germany
broken and shattered. It is even possible to appreciate his criticism of the
in justices and the inefficiencies of parliamentarianism, even if we refuse to
believe that democracy has created a
"Spottgeburt aus Dreck und Feuer."
Nor can we question, if efficiency is
the only criterion, the practical advantages of complete regimentation.
Our criticism of the teachings of
Mein Kampf does not imply an at-
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tempt to mm1m1ze the accomplishments of the Hitler regime in the rehabilitation of Germany whether in
the field of world or national politics, of economics, or of social service.
But when every good which Hitler
advocates in Mein Kampf has been
fully evaluated, there still remains
the whole anti-Christian foundation
of race hatred and of the glorification
of brutality.
Repeatedly Hitler insists that Naziism is a new world view, but that it
is not a Christian view Mein Kampf
abundantly demonstrates. It is a religion urging fanaticism and recognizing the value of hysteria, but it is
not the Christian religion which is reflected in Mein Kampf. Hitler, it is
true, does say that both Catholicism
and Lutheranism are "equally valuable pillars for the existence of our
people," but he also declares that,
"what is important for the earth's
future is not whether Protestants vanquish Catholics or Catholics vanquish
Protestants, but whether Aryan humanity maintains itself or dies out.
Nevertheless, today the two denominations do not fight against the despoiler of this humanity (the Jew] ,
but strive to destroy one another.
Precisely he who is folkishly oriented
has the most sacred duty, each within
his own denomination, to see to it
that God's will is not simply talked
about outwardly, but that God's will
is also fulfilled and God's labor not
ravished." (Italics are Hitler's.)
A critici m of the anti-Christian
sentiments of Mein Kampf does not
imply commendation or approval, for
example of England's imperialism or
even of the methods of our own coun-
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try's expansion. The attitude of Mein
Kampf toward weaker peoples whose
territory is desirable, although more
gruffly expressed, is not essentially
different from the attitude which has
characterized the diplomacy and the
wars of expansion of the other nations of the world. This observation
only emphasizes the fact that Christianity is against the world today as
it has always been. If Naziism stands
today in a more violent opposition to
Christianity, it cannot be attributed
alone to its methods of territorial expansion which it follows in common
with other nations, but rather to the
unchristian anti-Semitism and race
hatred upon which Hitler predicates
German imperialism. "Without the
clearest recognition of the race problem and with it, of the Jewish question, there will be no rise of the German nation." If the Church is forced
by the power of sword and prison to
conform with this declaration, it cannot bring the full message of Christianity to the world. Its conflict with
Naziism was, therefore, inevitable.

A

LARGE portion of Mein Kampf i
devoted to a detailed account of
the rise and struggles of the
azi
party. It is superfluous to add that thi
account is most subjective for, after
all, Hitler is writing propaganda and
not hi tory. he note accompanying
the text were writen by a competent
editorial committee and are de igned
to present the hi torical background
where er it is necessary for an understanding of the text, and also to serve
as a corrective to the bia of the autho . They, too, mu t be read critically.
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Recent events in Central Europe
are again stressing the importance of
Mein Kampf by the consistency with
which they are following its prescriptions. For good or ill, it must be read
for an evaluation of Hitler and of
Germany today. In recognition of this
fact, a race developed between Reyna! & Hitchcock and Stackpole & Sons
to get the first complete English translation on the market. The race re-

sulted in a tie, both editions appearing simultaneously, and also in a
court suit over the copyright held by
Houghton-Mifflin who authorized the
Reyna! & Hitchcock edition. Houghton-Mifflin have also reprinted .the
Dugdale translation of 1933. Nothing
but good can result from this feverish
publishing activity if it leads to an
awakened interest to study Hitlerism
at its source.
♦

Opinions are like arrows sent from a bow: their force
depends upon the strength of the arm. Facts are like
bullets from a gun: their force is the same whether the
trigger is pulled by the feeble finger of a child or the finger
of a giant.-SIGMUND LIVINGSTON.
Fascism is a nasty child of the times, but democracy is
eternal.-THOMAS MANN.
The atmosphere for the present generation has been a
miasmic one, propagating the germs of pessimism and
defeatism. One scarcely meets a man who is not a prey to
gloom and fear. The burden of our dinner conversation is
the hopelessness of the present outlook. Impending disaster is accepted with a reluctant sigh, and we "speak of
the coming war as of the coming winter." Our courage
dwindles, in the simile of Lord Morley, to a punny hope
that things may be better, shivering beside the gigantic
conviction that they are bound to be worse. The contagion
of pessimism spreads like a scourge of influenza or
cholera, or, in the words of an old Greek philosopher,
"like contagion among sheep."-DAVID S. Muzzy, Professor of History, Columbia University.
Democracy is a ludicrous chicken farm where everybody cackles.-AnoLF HITLER.

Check List of Books Revie-wed
January to May

§EVERAL times a year THE CRESSET presents a check list of books reviewed in the columns of the journal over a period of four or five
months. This list may serve as a reminder to our readers as well as a
brief survey of the books THE CRESSET for one reason or another has
considered worthy of notice.
The following system of notation is used: tt* Recommended without
reservation. THE CRESSET believes these books have exceptional and lasting merit.
Recommended-with reservations. The reservations are
indicated in the reviews and are usually concerned with errors in morals
or in facts. Not recommended. Reviews of these are printed in our
columns for negative and defensive reasons. Usually they are almost
entirely without merit.

**
*

*** Alone. By Richard E. Byrd

***

***
***

***
***
***
***
***

***
***

***
***

***

Benjamin Franklin. By Carl
Van Doren
Youth Tell Their Story. By
Howard M. Bell
While England Slept. By
Winston C. Churchill
The Rediscovery of Man. By
Henry C. Link
High Iron. By Lucius Beebe
All This, and Heaven Too.
By Rachel Field
Through the Fog of War. By
Liddell Hart
Queen Victoria's Daughters.
By E. F. Benson
The Church of the Living
Lord. By K. 0. Lundeberg
Emotion and the Educative
Process. By Daniel . Prescott
This Peace. By Thomas
Mann
Fascism For Whom? By Max

***
***
***
***
***
***
***
***
***
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Ascoli and Arthur Feiler
U.S. Camera Annual I939·
By T. J. Maloney
Crippled Splendour. By Evan
John
The Education of an American. By Mark Sullivan
Woodrow Wilson: Life and
Letters. By Ray Stannard
Baker
Address Unknown. By Kressman Taylor
The Log of a Lame Duck.
By Audray Alexandra
Brown
Strangers on Earth. By verre
orborg
The Church Follows Its tudents. By Clarence Prouty
Shedd
Music, History, and Ideas.
By Dr. Hugo Leichtentritt
Health, Hygiene, and Hooey.
By W. W. Bauer
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tt* Wind Without Rain. By Hertt
tt
tt
tt
tt
tt

tt
tt

tt
tt
tt
tt

**
tt
tt
tt
tt

**

bert Krause
The Joyful Delaneys. By
Hugh Walpole
Bricks Without Straw. By
Charles G. Norris
Man's Hope. By Andre Malraux
Uur Battle. By Hendrik Willem van Loon
Count Belisarius. By Robert
Graves
It is Later Than you Think:
The Need for a Militant
Democracy. By Max Lerner
Grandma Called It Carnal.
By Bertha Damon
The Paderewski Memoirs.
By Paderewski and Mary
Lawton
Elihu Root. By Phillip C.
Jessup
Dr. Norton's Wife. By Mildred Walker
Philosopher's Holiday. By Irwin Edman
It's an Art. By Helen Woodward
The Fathers. By Allen Tate
Mind, Self, and Society. By
George H. Mead
Music on Records. By B. H.
Haggin
Johnny Get Your Money's
Worth. By Ruth Brindze
Mr. Justice Holmes and the
Supreme Court. By Felix
Frankfurter
Wisdom's Gate. By Margaret

Ayer Barnes
tt
tt
tt
tt
tt
tt

tt
tt
tt
tt
tt

**
**
**
**
**
**
tt
tt

. . . And Tell of Time. By

Laura Krey
Behind the Ballots. By James
A. Farley
America Now. By Thirty-Six
Americans
Our Promised Land. By
Richard L. Neuberger
Matthew Arnold. By Lionel
Trilling
Nazi Germany: I ts Women
and Family Life. By Clifford Kirkpatrick
Why Hitler Came Into
Power. By Theodore Abel
The Sword in the Stone. By
T. H. White
Martin Luther in English
Poetry. By W. G. Polack
Reaching for the Stars. By
Nora Waln
Pope Pius the Eleventh. By
Philip Hughes
Pope Pius XI and World
Peace. By Lord Clonmore
Pius XI, Apostle of Peace. By
Lillian Browne-OH
Inside Red China. By Nym
Wales
Unions of Their Own Choosing. By Robert R. R.
Brooks
A Peculiar Treasure. By Edna Ferber
Wickford Point. By John P.
Marquand
The Patriot. By Pearl Buck
Salute to Freedom. By Eric
Lowe
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Mein Kampf. By Adolf Hitler
Life of Christ. By Hall Caine
Wolf Among Wolves. By
Hans Fallada
Margaret Sanger, an Autobiography
Lords ()f the Press. By George
Seldes
The Origin of Life. By A. I.
Oparin
Royal Regiment. By Gilbert

*
*
*
*
*
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Frankau
A Penny for the Poor. By
Bertolt Brecht
Unforgotten Years. By Logan
Pearsall Smith
I Broadcast the Crisis. By H.
V. Kaltenborn
Disputed Passage. By Lloyd
Douglas
The Seventh Hour. By Grace
Livingstone Hill

The Crowd
"Men composing a crowd imitate one another constantly. They copy the gestures, attitudes, and even the
ideas of all the others. Each of them, needing the approval
of the herd, renounces thinking for himself, to accept
the suggestions of the crowd. So it can be observed that
crowds are always much less intelligent than the most intelligent of those who form them. They align themselves
on a level with the mediocre. The critical faculty disappears. The best minds take a singular pride in trampling
their intelligence, in forgetting their scruples and their
discretion, to make themselves like the herd. This temporary anesthesia of individuality can produce fine effects.
A crowd is courageous in attack because each of its members thinks more of his neighbor's approval than of hi
own preservation. Each individual resignedly accepts his
own death, provided that a collective desire of victory in
time of war, a desire of revenge in time of revolution be
satisfied. A public prey to a collective fear is like a fleeing
herd."- DRE MAUROIS.
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THE CRESSET
SURVEY OF

BOOKS
BY

THE

EDITORS

A brief glance at books published during the month preceding the date of publication of THE CRESSET.

THE NEW WESTERN FRONT
By Stuart Chase. Harcourt, Brace
and Company, New York. 196
pages. $1.50.
Twenty years ago the Western
Front was in France. The New Western Front discussed by Mr. Chase is
the new world, the Americas, and the
book is a plea for keeping out of
European
entanglements.
Stuart
Chase has no illu ions regarding the
late "war for democracy." He admits
that the Lusitania was "loaded with
ammunition and American citizens."
The problem of the Allies "was to get
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us in without disclosing what they
were really after." Regarding the possibility of invading the United States
he says that, any way you look at it,
it "is impossible with any weapons
now known, provided we do not have
to meet it with our bare hands." If
we stay on the new western front we
have sufficient armament "but if we
want to march away from that continent and make Japan safe for communism, Germany safe for minorities,
or Tibet safe for mountain climbers,
we shall have to treble, quadruple our
present armaments."
Mr. Chase submits many tabulations regarding trade, productivity,
and other economic factors, and
places us under distinct obligation for
compressing a vast amount of material
into less than two hundred pages. Besides, his style abounds in such happy
phrasings as this: "The United States
forsook its internal task and became
a co-laborer in the vineyard with
England, France, Germany, Italy,
Russia and Japan. These governments tried to seize every patch of
the planet not nailed down. They divided up Africa, chipped the edges
off China." The great war was "a kind
of gigantic 'public works' program, in
which Europe got all the public
works. We didn't even get leaves
raked-let alone saving the world for
democracy." In Ethiopia, Mussolini
"won the war and lost his shirt. Italian taxpayers will know what I
mean." We also enjoyed this one:
"Mussolini proposed to annex Ethiopia. Ethiopia was a member of the
League. So was Italy at the time.
This was a little like grandpa eating
little Johnnie at the family dinner
table."

May 1939
FROM UNION SQUARE TO ROME

By Dorothy Day. Preservation of
the Faith Press, Silver Spring, Md.
I 73 pages. $1.50.
Dorothy Day is the literary name of
a well-known radical writer who in
this volume describes the steps by
which she came from anti-religious
views to acceptance of the Roman
Catholic system of faith. The book is
of some value as recording glimpses
of the workings of radical groups in
the United States. As a contributor
to many socialist and communist
publications, the author had access
to groups of foreign radicals working
in the United States and in the earlier chapters of the book she describes
their operations. The last portion,
describing her conversion to Rome,
is singularly deficient in the psychological analysis of this change in the
author's convictions.
LUTHERAN LYRICS, AN ANTHOLOGY

Edited and Compiled by W. H.
Bruce Carney, D.D., Ph.D. The
United
Lutheran
Publication
House, Philadelphia, Pa. 279 pages.
1.50.
The sub-title offers "Aesthetic, Moral and Religious Poems for use in
church and home." The material is
distributed under topics of the church
year, Sunday worship, the pastor, as
Part I. In Part II, poems dealing with
the Christian believer in his relation
to the Supreme Being. Part III, the
Christian's relation to the world, and
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the fourth part, mostly nature poems
and topical verse related to various
moods and experiences. A surprising
amount of good verse has been included in the collection. As this review goes to the printer, news reaches
us that eleven contributors to this
volume have received awards from the
editors of the American Poetry Magazine. In the work of editing these poems, the Rev. Dr. Carney was assisted
by the Rev. Dr. Walton H. Greever
and Dr. Harry Tennyson Domer.
MY MEMOIR

By Edith Bolling Wilson. The
Bobbs-Merrill Co., Indianapolis.
1939. 386 pages. $3.50.
The memoirs of Mrs. Edith Bolling
Wilson, the second wife of President
Woodrow Wilson, make fascinating
reading. Although the volume is a
completely feminine book (Mrs. Wilson always describes in detail what
she wore and how she looked on important occasions), it nevertheless presents some interesting sidelights on
the War President. Its strength lies
particularly in its colorful detail.
There is, for example, the story of the
elderly Prince s Royal at a reception
in London who could not sit down
while the Queen was tanding, de pite
the fact that her feet hurt. Mrs. Wilson also describes the famous break
between Colonel Hou e and Pre ident
Wilson. The war-time Pre ident
emerges from these pages a a remarkable character whose greate t boa t
wa that he po se sed "a ingle-track
mind." Interesting reading.

cen tages add up to more than 100
is due to multiple answers.)
Thirty three and two ten th per
cent believe that hostility against
Jews is growing in this country; 45.7 believe not; and 21.1
don't know. The opinion that
anti-Semitism is growing is held
by a majority of people with an
opinion in all cities of 25,000 and
over.-On the question of admitting to the U.S. more European
refugees than can now come in
under our immigration quotas,
83 per cent vote No; 8.7 vote Yes;
8.3 don't know.-As the main factor holding up prosperity, 25.1
per cent name business leaders,
23.3 the New Deal, 17.5 labor,
II.I events abroad, and 23 don't
know.

. The
APRIL
Magazines
Each month THE CRESSET
presents a check list of important articles in leading
magazines which will be of
interest to our readers.

Fortune
Fortune Survey

I Wonder Where We Can Go
Now
"There are nearly a million
dispossessed farmers and farm
families wandering homeless up
and down the country, living on
an average income of $350 to $450
a year per family, looking for
work and a chance to settle down."
Some of these are habitual migrants, seasonal workers who are
wedded to a roving life. Many
others, however, have been driven
from the land again t their will.
Since 1934 more than 200,000 persons have left the drought area on
the Great Plain , and others are
leaving daily. Power farming has

On the question, "What do you
feel is the reason for hostility toward Jewish people here and
abroad?" 12.8 per cent of the total
answers give reasons favorable to
Jews (e.g., people are jealous of
them), and 35.6 per cent of replies
by Jews give such reasons. On reasons unfavorable to Jews (e.g.,
monopolize enterprise, are unfair
and dishonest) the answers run:
total, 42.3; Jews, 19.1. External
and neutral reasons (e.g., prejudice, propaganda) are given by
16.1 of the total and 44.6 of Jews.
Forty-four and three tenth and
22.9 per cent, respectively, "don't
know." (The fact that the per-
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dispossessed large numbers of farm
workers. Crop restrictions, by reducing the demand for labor, has
operated in the same direction.
Most of the migrants drift westward, especially to California.
They have come to constitute that
state's sorest social problem. The
situation, however, is really of national concern, and yet very little
had been done until February,
when the President ordered an investigation into the state of affairs.

Scribner's
Surrender of Privacy
By

MEYER BERGER

In the present era of the universal assault on privacy, man is one
with the goldfish. The devices
used are the telephone, the radio,
the questionnaire, keyhole journalism, the candid camera, the
newsreel, etc., etc. The nations of
the world invade each other's privacy, and that of their citizens.
Questionnaires are sent out by Dr.
Gallup, by magazines, newspapers,
political parties, commercial firm ,
colleges, etc., prying into every
nook and corner of personal privacy. Walter Winchell's succe s
as columnar and radio gossip
brought a host of intimate detail
hidden from view. Those few who
refused to surrender to thi as ault
on privacy, like Garbo, Lindbergh,
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and the late Dutch Schultz, had a
hard time of it. Wire-tapping by
state and private detectives has
contributed its share to the uncovering of privacy. Only five
states-Georgia, Kentucky, Missouri, Kansas, and California- accept the right of privacy as of common-law standing. To escape this
assault one must shun crime and
fame.

The Atlantic Monthly
An Editor Balances the Account
By

OSWALD GARRISON VILLARD

The distinguished former editor and publisher of The Nation
offers some of his observations on
life as an editor. Although almost
every event in the world seems to
be contrary to everything decent
and moral, Mr. Villard thinks
that the madness of the present
hour will inevitably have to pass.
He says that the world is today
witnessing the most overwhelming
proof of the futility of force in
settling national and international
problems. Of all the Wilson ,
Roosevelts, Hoovers, and Clemenceaus he has seen and known, not
one of them is deserving of respect. "Forty-one years of responsible journalism have given me little respect for most of the men in
high office in any country." Mr.
Villard ays that, in his opinion,
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the highwater mark of personal
virtue and patriotic service in the
· White House was reached by
Grover Cleveland. This article is
highly recommended to all CRESSET readers.

Stay-at-Home Christians
By

BERNARD loDINGS BELL

It was hard to choose between
this article and Mr. Villard's as
the best of the current crop in the
April Atlantic. Dr. Bell is that
strange anomaly: an intelligent
churchman with the ability to
write from an orthodox, conservative Christian viewpoint. In this
article he discusses the paradox of
America's large, nominal church
membership and the negligible
fraction of this church membership which attends divine services.
He places his blows judiciously.
First of all he maintains that the
modern brand of religion is just
half-heartedly religious. "Its programme and appeal are too hesitant, its wisdom too greatly of this
world, its God too much reduced
to man's poor level, too domesticated." Then he blames the stayat-home Christian for the present
lackadaisical state of the Church.
"Why does he not enlist a few
kindred spirits, attend his church,
make his presence felt, and encourage his pastor to be brave in
placing God first, in giving new
beauty and reverence to worship,
in proclaiming the thi -worldly

compulsions of an other-worldly
answer to life's problem?" The
entire essay is worth reprinting
and handing to the 62 per cent of
the church membership which
stays away from services.

Brown Bolshevism
By

FRANK

C.

HANIGHEN

The co-author of Merchants of
Death describes an aspect of modern Germany which orthodox
Marxians like to overlook. The
fact is that Germany is undergoing
a revolution as drastic and as thorough as the one that nearly occurred in Russia. The proletariat
is coming to the top. While profits have not been completely abolished, it is a stretch of the imagination to say that Germany belongs
to the capitalist powers. With
price-fixing by the government,
huge taxes levied on corporations,
and production strictly controlled,
the German capitalist wonders
whether it paid to finance Hitler's
rise to power. Perhaps, when historical accounts are finally drawn
up, Hitler may be known as the
first practising Communist!

Harper's
Wanted: A Sane Defense Policy
By

OSWALD GARRISO

VILLARD

The money which our government will thi year pend for national defen e will be almo t a
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billion dollars more than the entire cost of the United States govment in the year before we entered the World War. This huge
and growing armament expenditure induces Mr. Villard to ask
some very pertinent questions
about our defense policies and
also to express very grave fears. He
contends that there is no single
joint defense plan nor a careful
consideration of what dangers are
actually confronting us. The
whole chaotic situation demands
a most thorough study, such as
was urged by the Democratic platform of 1932, but never made. A
very timely discussion of a growing problem.

Some Facts About Jews
By

PHILIP

S.

BERNSTEIN

The author of this article is a
rabbi and it may, therefore, seem
quite easy to put it aside as biased
and untrustworthy. In meeting
the charges popularly made against
the Jews the author, however, offers statistical evidence from
sources which can readily be
checked. Particularly valuable
and, unfortunately, still neces ary
is the evidence which he pre ents
to explode further the already ex-

61

ploded Protocols of the Elders of
Zion which form an important
item in Mein Kampf and are now
being printed once more by Father Coughlin. In short, this defense of the Jew merits objective
consideration.

Hutchins of Chicago
p ART II-THE
By

MILTON

FLYING TRAPESE

s.

MAYER

This is the second and concluding article on the administration
and the educational policies of the
President of Chicago University.
It is chiefly an exposition of Mr.
Hutchins' ideas about education.
Mr. Hutchins' insistence upon
philosophy as vital for education
may, perhaps, be best explained
by his statement that "men may
employ science for good or evil
purposes; but it is the men who
have the purpose , and they do
not learn them from their cientific tudie ." The need for thi
emphasis in our educational aim
is all too clear. That hi philo ophy of education lead to the logy
i certainly no valid obje ti n,
but, we believe, mer ly another
way of saying not that he goe too
far, but rather that he doe not
go far enough.

· THE

MOTION
PICTURE

the lengthy sequence at the home
of the grandmother and a Christmas Eve scene. The picture has
no particular moral, unless it be
that if you "wish hard enough
things will come true." Note quite
enough to live on.
GUNGA DIN

Kipling's famous poem in
hardly recognizable form. Gunga
Din pops up now and then, but
in general he is only the background for the strange doings of
three roistering sergeants of Her
Majesty's army in India. We have
no doubt that much money was
spent on this production. It is,
however, one of the most overrated, insincere, and incredible
offerings the screen has had for
some time. The only scenes which
are really well done are the comedy sequences. Morally, the picture is unobjectionable, although
it is a study in black and white
and glorifies British imperialism.
A typically stupid and childish
affair staged in the usual grandiose
Hollywood manner. Poor stuff,
unless you like last minute escapes, men falling from high
buildings, and horses rushing
across plains. The photography is
excellent.

THE CRESSET examines samples of
Hollywood offerings.

LOVE AFFAIRS

This is one of Hollywood's better productions. The story concerns a young man and woman,
both engaged, who meet on a
pleasure cruise. The action moves
slowly toward the flowering of
love between the two and the resul tan t difficulties when the girl is
prevented by a melo-dramatic accident from meeting her lover
atop the Empire State Building.
The artistic value of the picture is
marred by an occasional bad line.
It is also entirely too pat in its
situations. An occasional scene,
however, is good- as, for example

KENTUCKY
This picture revol es around a
feud which arose between two
Kentucky families because of di-
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vided loyalty to the North and the
South in the days of the Civil
War. The romantic elements are
afforded by the love which a son
and a daughter of these families
have for each other. Chief prominence in the picture is given to .
Kentucky horses and the Louisville derby. A breath-taking race
is shown which moves the audience to the edge of the seats. The
picture is in technicolor and presen ts scenes of great beauty. While
the direction is good, the production lacks everything which could
be called great drama or great acting. Another Hollywood run-ofthe-mine affair.
TRADE WINDS

Press blurbs rouse the hope of
extraordinary views of Oriental
scenes. These prove good photography but very ordinary in theme.
The plot is excruciating. Woman,
suspected of killing ancient admirer, rushes aimlessly across Pacific, selling jewelry at various
ports; is followed by detectives,
male and female, who double-cross
each other; one, falling in love
with her, hands her over to authorities, but does not stop trial or prevent verdict of guilty before revealing the true criminal. Crack detective of the San Francisco force assigned for duty in India fails to hit
his mark, shooting pointblank at a
distance of eight feet.
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THE GIRL DOWN ST AIRS

Did you ever meet a member of
the social elite who falls in love
with the scullery girl that scrubs
the floors in the kitchen of his
fiancee? If not, meet the hero of
"The Girl Downstairs." The plot
is No. 808,757, of the mistaken
identity type. Our hero is mistaken for his butler, and this
makes it possible for the scullery
maid to keep company with him.
The great collapse comes when
the girl presents the young capitalist with an ancient automobile,
purchased out of savings which
she had intended to spend for a
cow to make the old folks happy.
The car is shown in operation,
unable to overtake a goose which
strides ahead of it. And so the
capitalist marries the scullery
maid. A great deal of fine acting
and beautiful photography is expended on this idiotic plot.
PYGMALION
This English film, with a completely English cast, introducing
a George Bernard Shaw who has
no axes to grind, to the film public, is a modern version of the
ancient Greek legend of the sculptor who fell in love with the statue
he had created. In the play the
transformation is done by a professor of phonetics who takes a
lowly flower girl, a guttersnipe,
with an amazing cockney English,
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and changes her into a great lady
by a strenuous daily drill in phonetics, poise, and the mannerisms
of polite society. Then, having
achieved his astounding success,
the professor finds that he has
fallen in love with his creation as
she, of course, long before, has
lost her heart to him.
Mr. Shaw shows all the mastery
of a great playwright in this piece.
Leslie Howard, who takes the part
of the professor and also serves as
co-director, is, as may be expected
from one of the greatest actors of
our time, at his best. Wendy
Hiller, is superb. The minor parts
are also most competently handled. The scene with the father
of the girl is morally objectionable.

THEY MADE ME A CRIMINAL
The preliminary blurbs dealing
with "They Made Me a Criminal"
were true to form. In other words,
they were gushingly effusive. Even
some of the reviewers gave praise
to what Warner Brothers saw fit
to inflict upon a gullible public.
Naturally, we expected to see a
production somewhat better than
the ordinary. But we were cruelly
disappointed. The story is puerile,
and the acting of the principals,
John Garfield, Claude Rains, Ann
Sheridan, May Robson, and
Gloria Dickson, never manages to
scale a single height. A successful
prize fighter becomes involved in

a complicated mess. He is suspected of murder, and then it is
falsely reported that he has been
burned to death in an automobile
accident. Meanwhile he is alive
and well. A sharper, who knows
what has actually happened, rids
the boxer of all but a small portion of his large earnings, and, in
desperation, the harried man takes
to the road. Finally he comes to
a date farm in Arizona, where he
finds employment, falls in love
with a girl, and becomes the hero
of the noted Dead End boys.
When the desire to earn a substantial sum of money induces
him to enter the ring with a barnstorming fighter, he is recognized
by a detective. But he is not delivered into the hands of the law
because the sleuth decides to say
nothing about the discovery. The
picture is worth exactly nothing.

JESSE JAMES
There have been scores of
photo-plays dealing in a lurid and
disgustingly melodramatic manner with the escapades of gangsters and other types of outlaws.
As a rule, these pictures have been
crude and somewhat puerile when
judged by the standards of sound
dramatic workmanship. But "Jesse
James," recently produced by
Darryl Zanuck at a reported cost
of more than a million and a half
dollar , is, in many re pects, an
unusual achievement. It tell an
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exciting story without glorifying
the hectic career of banditry
which was pursued for a number
of years with signal success by a
man who became the hero of hundreds of avidly devoured dime
novels. According to the film-story
-the historicity of which we shall
not attempt either to establish or
to attack-Jesse tried on two occasions to mend his ways; but both
times circumstances and happenings with which all criminals must
reckon
conspired successfully
against the fulfilment of his resolutions. First, he learned that
there are robbers within the law
who do not consider it necessary
to keep a promise given to men
with a price on their heads, and,
secondly, he found out too late
that those who assert with all the
emphasis of which they are capable that there is no honor among
thieves by no means indulge in
idle cobweb-spinning. Jesse was
slain by a traitor.
Produced in technicolor which
is entirely devoid of garishness
and harshness, the film re pres en ts
a noteworthy advance in the matter of photography. The acting of
Tyrone Power, Henry Fonda,
Henry Hull,
ancy Kelly, and
Randolph Scott is superb in every
way. Even the minor roles are
played with uncommon def tne s.
It would be a serious mistake to
imagine that "Jes e Jame " is ju t
another gangster picture.
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DAWN PATROL

The story of a flying squadron
at the front that goes into action
every dawn. The theme is the
loyalty of men to each other, with
overtones of the stupidity of the
GHQ that sends callow youngsters
to certain death. Marvelous shots
of flying in 19 I 7 era tes. Some
nerve-racking sequences. Despite
some passing references to the
stupidity of war, the film is definitely a glorification of war in the
"theirs not to reason why" manner. False values-with the exception of friendship. Drunkenness
made attractive, even necessary.
No religion. Should not be seen
by youth without explicit warnings against the subtle distortion
of values. A few shots of mangled
bodies would have made the picture more true.
MADE FOR EACH OTHER

Some critics have hailed this
concoction as one of the best films
of the year; but we found it decidedly run-of-the-mill. There is
a generous sprinkling of trite
melodrama. The acting of the
glamorous Carole is pathetically
affected, and Jame tewart's performance i consi tently weak in
the knees.
ome of tho e who ha e secondary role in the picture do infinitely better character-portrayals
than the principals.

LETTERS
to the

EDITOR
Letters to Anne's Father
SIR:
Some days ago I received your commentary on what you term "Anne's
Education." At various odd moments
it has flashed across the section of my
thinking labelled Education. No, I
haven't pondered it. If I had, you
would probably receive a voluminous
treatise or no answer at all. Hence,
you are receiving my immediate reactions.
So glad to note that you are only
disturbed by our maneuvers-(Anne's
and mine). Your condition is still
hopeful.
And you, too, are a product of the
three R's (Reading, Riting and Rithmetic). We should have at least one
thing in common-a sympathetic horror for that type of education. After
all these years those early days are
rather foggy, but it seems to me that
we were dismissed about half of each
period to play "In jun" in the schoolyard because we had managed to reproduce (no originality of thought involved) a certain portion of said R.,
R. and R., while others, whose dosage

was greater, continued to swallow
whole multiplication tables. Rather
hard to digest, don't you think? No
doubt, we closed our eyes, held our
nose, swallowed and hoped some kindred spirit would read us the latest
capers of Uncle Wriggley in the Capper's Farmer to take the taste away.
Good old days-but, not educationally.
A quarter of a century later, your
daughter is in second grade and you
are disturbed because things are not
the same. Suppose we take inventory.
Is Anne's home as yours was-materially, financially, culturally? Does
she spend her time before and after
school doing "chores" as you did? Are
Anne's parents as stern and rigid in
their discipline and demands as yours
were? Have her experiences been
more numerous and varied than yours
through radio, theatre, magazines, and
good books for only a dime? Did
Anne's teacher develop her philosophy of education and life under the
same conditions as your teacher? If
your answers are in the negative,
read onYou say you are interested in education as a Pastor and parent (for
which I am grateful). Isn't it possible,
however, that your educational thinking in the elementary field has been
rather dormant since the day you received a piece of paper stating that
you had surrounded a certain number of facts in some fourteen different
phases of the three "R's." ow Anne
enters school. You are awakened and
become slightly antagonistic because
we have dared to change things. ot
so difficult to explain. You hesitate to
ask an explanation-but there is one,
you know. After many years of dark-
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ness some pedagogue finally realized
that education is not a matter of funnelling in facts to be mentally pigeonholed and at some later date fished
out for use (though that would be the
easier way from the pedagogic standpoint) but rather a process of growth
and development of understandings
through ACTIVITY which does not
terminate with graduation but continues through life.
Still dubious? Suppose we become
more concrete. You say (and it's gratifying to hear) that you have found
your mathematical knowledge of value. What with adding machines, involved cash registers, comptometers,
etc., one hesitates to establish general
objectives in a field which is rapidly
becoming highly specialized. I, too,
am a fundamentalist. Not only of the
pyramid species (R., R. and R.) to
which you refer, but a practical one as
well. Until a few days ago I could
see no reason for Anne to know that
2 x 4 are 8. Wednesday we were planning curtains for our house. It has
four sides. Each side has two windows.
By a process of deductive thinking
Anne discovered this fact-and she
can do it again with any of the other
multiplication facts-given a REAL
need in a LIFE situation.
My fondest wish for Anne's career
is likewise that of housewife and
mother. (She demonstrates very promising traits of dome tication at this
early age.) Can one begin too early
to prepare for a life's work? Isn't it
true that a housewife has the mo t
practical need for a knowledge of interior decorating? Will she not be
more apt to avoid terrifying designs
for bedroom walls which can assume
most contorted shapes ·with the assist-
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ance of a slight temperature if she
has had experience with design and
color harmony? Beauty, atmosphere,
spirit, love-all of these, are deciding
factors in the two phases of the greatest social institution on earth-house
OR home! I say it IS fundamental
and I am a fundamentalist-justifiably.
In the case of the marbles I feel
we must disappoint you. I fear (and
hope) Anne shall never ask that question. You see, she knows that if she
brought seven marbles to school her
teacher would not take two awayshe'd take them all away.
ANNE'S TEACHER

Chicago, Ill.

SrR:
I don't know if you wrote that article to get a response or not, but you
will get it. The minute I saw "Letters
to My Children's Teachers" I knew
I'd read it first. I thoroughly enjoyed
the letters. But-aren't you judging us
just a little too severely?
I am most interested in your second
letter. You say that slum di tricts are
foreign to your community. That excuses you in a measure. I suppo e,
however, that you had forty children
of varying degrees of cleanline s and
home training to face every day. You'd
do a little inspecting and "campaigning," too. Really, we don't go into it
quite as thoroughly as you seem to
think. All parents are not con cientious about their children and if it
weren't for "no ey" teacher , some
children would never get the benefits
of cleanline s and medical care offered
through the school . Even the little
"angel " from well-to-do parents get
dirty face eating lunch and dirty
hands playing marbles.
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Another thing, we don't advertise.
Our only objective is cleanliness. I
· don't care what kind of soap (I suppose you refer to Lifebuoy) Johnny
uses and he can use baking soda on
his toothbrush, too, if he'll just do it.
You say that a note home would receive immediate and emphatic attention. Do you know what a note from
school would do in many cases? It
would bring a letter back to the teacher saying, "Dere teacher-I want you
to know I can take care of my kids
without you tellin' me how."
Now concerning "Modern Technique of Teaching." I'll admit that it
can be overdone, but is it? I believe
that few teachers actually spend all
their time making architects, circus
clowns, postmen, or what have you
out of children. Besides, you have the
multiplication tables misplaced. They
belong in the third grade. I'll bet any
pupil above the third grade (with a
reasonable degree of intelligence)
would promptly answer "36" to
"4 x 9," or could figure four dozen
eggs at eighteen cents a dozen.
Did you ever make a scrap-book?
You've missed a lot of fun if you
haven't. I can prove there's a lot of
educational value behind the project
of the nature you mentioned.
I certainly do believe (and agree
with you) that we need good old fashioned readin', ritin', and rithmetic,
but I don't believe that you can prove
that the children aren't getting it.
Perhaps I'm all wrong because you
live in a different locality. I'll grant
your points and at the same time stick
to my own. Who started this discussion anyway?
LICE HAUPT

Cape Girardeau, Mi ouri.

The Burial of Mr. Samuel
Tweedum
SIR:

They wanted me to bury Sam
Tweedum, who passed away in his
63rd year. Sam had been a widower
for five years and a consistent non-frequenter of churches for fifty years.
These facts were revealed to me only
since his death, prior to which I had
never laid eyes on Sam.
The son-in-law of the deceased,
Mr. Burgd, called at the parsonage
the day following Sam's passing. My
visitor presented himself clothed in
the proper blend of mourning, esteem
and confidence, with the request that
I "bury Mr. Tweedum," as he put it.
The circumstances were rather opportune, and it came to me that here and
now might be the moment for a
much-needed exploration of the public mind on such matters. At long
last I had an instance before me
where cold logic could be resorted to
without violating wounded feelings.
So, after expressing whatever condolences were in order, I rather
bluntly suggested that Mr. Burgd
had inadvertently come to the wrong
door in his quest for burial services,
inasmuch as I am merely a clergyman and engage in no other professional activities.
The gentleman did not perceive
the point, but he obligingly pursued
the subject in the proper direction.
"How do you mean, Reverend?"
Quite disarmingly, then, I pointed
to the obvious fact that, since his mission involved the seeking of proper
burial for Mr. Tweedum, undoubtedly the right man to approach
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would be the undertaker. Morticians
are what their name implies, buriers
of the dead. Naturally Mr. Tweedum
would have to be buried; hence a
mortician was indicated. I should be
glad to direct Mr. Burgd to the nearest funeral parlors.
This courteous dissertation produced the expected results. Quizzically studying my face for symptoms
of alcoholic disturbances, Mr. Burgd
felt impelled to state, with sympathetic indulgence toward my low 1.Q.,
that he only wanted me to conduct
the funeral. Unfortunately my caller
still dealt loosely with terms, forcing
me to define further the duties of the
undertaker, who has specialized for
years in the art of conducting funerals, from embalmment to interment,
and needed no assistance from the
likes of me.
Mr. Burgd ultimately had come to
the point. In behalf of the survivors,
he expressed the wish that I might
speak at the funeral. He should have
said that in the first place. I am not a
quibbler over terms; but when inaccurate thinking has created misapprehensions under which the Public
labors to a point of evil, it is time to
compel a little serious revaluation.
I was being asked for a speech at a
funeral, and I had nothing to say.
Why, then, should I accept the invitation? It seems, however, that in regarding the request as an invitation,
I labored under a delusion. Mr. Burgd
had come to initiate a command performance. No thought of possible refusal had been entertained. It
smacked of lese majeste. The idea
that I might be oratorically sterile on
occasion was deemed prepo terous by
Mr. Burgd, who indignantly demand-
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ed to know the reason. It was not sorrow that made him incapable of rational thinking; it was the common
complaint of mental inertia and totalitarian ignorance.
What was there for me to say at the
bier of Mr. Tweedum? Looking a
dead man in the face does not provoke inspiration even in a preacher,
especially if he had never seen that
face alive. To me old Sam was just
another mortal coil shuffied off by a
soul. I knew his alleged name, and
the rest was post-mortem hearsay. An
emasculated oration covering the general subject of life and death in an
impersonal manner would doubtless
have satisfied the shallow desires of
Mr. Tweedum's relationship; but such
an effort does not demand the services
of a pastor, as I pointed out to Mr.
Burgd in detail. My inclinations,
moreover, are constitutionally averse
to declamatory clap-trap, and I feel
that a clergyman indulging in windy
verbiage is a menace to his profession. But this I did not undertake to
enlarge upon for my client because I
felt it strictly personal and irrelevant
to his immediate education.
"Well, you can preach a sermon,
can't you?" Mr. Burgd was growing a
bit insulting.
Among the few accompli hm nts
to which I make any claim belongs
the ability to preach sermons, good,
bad or indifferent. But I could not
preach a sermon over the dead body
of Mr. Tweedum. That latent gentleman would not be able to hear it; the
relatives did not really want to hear
it. What tl1ey were a king of me wa
that I drape the la t rites of am with
the trappings of a religion upon
which he made no claims in life. I
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was to disguise the memory of an irreligious existence with the glamor of
. my ecclesiastical robes and the cadenced murmur of prayers. I was to
assist in compounding an historical
misrepresentation. I was to throw the
sanctity of the Church of Christ into
the scales in favor of a man who had
despised the Church of Christ. I was
to lend my name and office to the ratification of what I judged to have been
an ungodly life.
This seemed more than Mr. Burgd
could digest. He glared at me as he
arose to leave.
"Would you permit my father-inlaw to be buried like a dog?"
My hands spread wide in disclaimer. My visitor had clumsily turned the
tables on me, placing me upon the
defensive. The manner of Mr. Tweedum's burial had suddenly become
my responsibility. Just so quickly,
without as much as a by-your-leave.
What more could I do than to
point out that there were perhaps a

hundred people in the community,
including a doctor, a lawyer and a
mortician, who had a greater stake
in the proper burial of the deceased,
and faintly ask why I should be singled out as a culprit? But since I care
to owe no man an answer, I added
that if those who knew and loved Sam
could not bury him with greater honor than that accorded to a dog, it
could only be because of the striking
similarity between Sam's life and a
dog's life. A dog does not go to church
if he can help it. He spends his time
salvaging luscious bones, begetting
his kind and sleeping at the kitchen
stove; and so far as I knew, Mr. Tweedum had never occupied himself with
anything more spiritual. So if it came
to that, what was wrong with laying
him gently into a hole in the ground?
Mr. Burgd slammed the door behind him in high dudgeon.
I did not bury Mr. Tweedum.
E. SCHALLER
Clear Lake, South Dakota

BolsheYism and Faith
"Bolshevism is a historically comprehensible aberration
of the religious energy of the Russian people, a 'p eudomorphosis' of Russian religious faith, and therefore can
be combatted by nothing more effectively than by reaffirmation of faith in the Crucified One." -FEDOR STEPUN.

Contributors=Problems-==-Final Notes
UR major article this month
has the merit of strangeness.
We believe that it is the first essay
to appear in a journal of general
circulation on the peculiar little Japanese objets
d'art called Netsukes. Although he
is a very young
man, Robert Heitner has already devoted much time to
Japanese art. He is
at present a student at Washington University, St.
Louis. We are certain that our readers will be interested not only in
his article but also
in the excellent reproductions in
the art section.

O

of our readers who do not see motion pictures regularly can ignore
the department. Others, we believe, will find it instructive to examine the opinions offered by our
reviewers, even if
they have already
seen the picture
under discussion.
We invite commen ts and suggestions from our readers. The en tire
project is still in
the experimental
stage.

The

Editor~s

Lamp

"The Cresset
Survey" this month
presents brief reviews of a few books which deserve
the attention of our readers, even
though they have been published
a few months ago. At times the
flood of important current books
temporarily consigns an interesting volume to an ill-deserved oblivion. In such ca es the urvey
must occasionally act a rescuer.

"¥,,

With this issue THE CRESSET
presents its first reviews of current
motion pictures. As we have stated
before, the approach to this important cultural factor in America
will be sane, objective, and thoroughly Christian. Our reviewers
are making no particular effort to
be selective. Each month THE
CRESSET will endeavor to gi e a
cross-section of the average motion
picture as it appears in the average neighborhood theater. Tho e

~

In the otes and Comment for
this month our readers will observe an intere ting example of
the distinction between fact and
opinion. The editorial "Diplomacy: wo Ob er ation " makes in-
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teresti.ng reading. It pleases our
sense of the fitness of things that
two of our editorial associates
considered the same facts and arrived at exactly opposite conclusions. Since neither violates the
canons of logic and reason, both
deserve publication.
~

Our Letter Column is unusually interesting this month. Several
school teachers considered it advisable to reply to Anne's Father.
Since their replies are in the same
generous spirit as the original article, we are exceptionally happy
to print them. In addition to these
letters, our regular contributor, E.
Schaller of Clear Lake, South Dakota, calls attention to an important point in pastoral policy. We
believe that his approach to the
problem of "The Burial of Mr.
Samuel Tweedum" is the best exposition of this much misunderstood subject.
~

We have been receiving some
strange communications during
the past few months. Most of them
run something like this: "Do not

criticize the world so much. Even
in Europe good will finally come
out of evil. It is better for Central
Europe, for example, to be united
under dictatorship than to be in
its present disturbed state." The
argument interests us. Perhaps it
should be said again that THE
CRESSET makes every endeavor to
tell the truth and nothing but the
truth, no matter what and whom
it strikes. We reaffirm our absolute
conviction that only the light of
divine truth poured into the ghastly darkness of our present world
can provide any hope for the future. If eventually good should
come out of evil, that is the business of the God of history. Our
task as Christians is to cry out
against evil everywhere, in high
and low places, in Europe and
America, in visible Christendom
and beyond its borders. Anything
less than that is treason against the
Christian faith. A facile acceptance
of evil as an inevitable and dominant factor in the world scene can
have no place in the Christian
world view. If evil conquers momentarily, it is the task of our genera tion to go down fighting.

I
FORTHCOMING ISSUES

I. In "Notes and Comment" the editors will continue
their brief comments on the world of public affairs and
modem thought.

II. Major articles during the coming months will include:
OIL MADNESS
THE DETECTIVE STORY
GLIMPSES OF
AZI GERMANY

FARMER, STAY WHERE You AREi
ON BEING RIGHT
PROBATION, PRISONS, PAROLE

III. In future issues the editors will review, among
many others, the following books:
WORLD REVOLUTIONARY PROPAGANDA •••••••••••••••••••• ,

......... . Harold D. Lasswell and Dorothy Blumenstock
Albert Hooten
SECRET AGENTS AGAI ST AMERICA ••••• • Richard Wilmer Rowan
BEWARE OF PITY •••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• • Stefan Zweig
ORDEAL •.•••••.••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• • Nevil Shute
WoRD MAGIC •••••••••••••.•••••••••••.••••. • Elmer Wheeler
E CAPE TO LIFE •••.••••••••.••..•••••• • Erika & Klaus Mann
W1 E OF Goon HOPE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. David Rame
THE VATICA ••••••• • Joseph Bernhart; Tr. by Geo. N. Shuster
ALL I ONE BREATH •••••••••••.•••••••••••••• . David Morton
Quo VADIMUS ...•...•...•.•••••..•.••••••••••• • E. B. White
CRIME AND THE MAN •••••••••••••••• • Earnest
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. .. • • • ... . . • • • • ••• • . • • • •

. . . . . . . . . Margaret Boveri; Tr. by Louisa Marie Sieveking
I PRAISE oF rfOTHERS ••••.••••.•.•.....••. J. Harold Gwynne
UTOBIOGRAPHY WITH LETTERS ...••.•••.••. Wm. Lyon Phelps
LL I THE D v's \ ORK ••.• •.• ••••••••.•••• • Ida M. Tarbell
HE
GA OF c, rn
• • •.•.•• . . . .•.•.•••••.•• Richard Maury
BETRAYAL I . E, TRAL
ROPE . . •. . •.... . ..•••. G. E. R. Gedye
I v1 IBLE MPIRE . • . . . . . . . • • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . tanley F. Horn
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